
Thrills at 
Heatherley School 


• 1 *^ - 

J. PATERSON MILNE 

MOiof •< “ Mjitffj «i TwciUati " 
*T^r QiB3ii «i T«d* Ac, 


DLACKIE & SON LIMITED 

LONtXJN AST? CIASCQW 





Contents 


Our Pt* 

I. BoKnM'* tv Srvny 4- - - - • *5 

tl Sn loirs sum IluTitaut • • • • >a 

lit Sioirrit* Of A QtcMt SfONxe 
JV. TtA-M^re— »vr no Tn> - . . . • ji 

V llnin.— • 4* 

S \ A r. ja 

VM Tm'O tNQtitt fo* AS IsiAtift • . • • 6a 

t ora nifttm* A W»r.oii» ASKU . ♦ • ja 

tN Ors litujwiiruisM Afx Cajata > • • &i 

S iltmttatxT rwm !'» Joiw • • • • oa 





Contents 


P>«« 


tl i>i» Jotrv »ism ItEAnrtRxr • • . • ji 

U5 SNfTinw o? A C&LU] Sk>s« • • • > 20 

IV TM-A*»rr— *t.T Ko Ttv • • • • • 

V Dwa—SiJtvrrM 4* 

VI A Cum ts Dsw-O-d 

VU TV'o {NQi iM ro* I.S IsMMift . . . , 

ni I »ti> nncom a ^V|t£^ofct» Xvnj . . . ^ 

IX r.v-cN tlMowunme am O.'voa . . , 

X HumotUT nsrts Sa Jo«w • . . . „ 




THRILLS AT 
HEATHERLEY SCHOOL 


CHAPTER I 

Boredom in Study 4 

" This," groaned Pauline Cavendish, " is 
easily the worst part of the term." 

“ 1 know," said Frederica Morley, stretching 
her long len«h wearily in the study’s one 
basket chair, ‘’no games' practices properly set 
going yet, all the excitement of meeting every- 
body died down, and all the mistresses, from 
Miss Laidlaw downwards, lecturing you about 
work, and more work, and then more again." 

“ Who said work?” demanded cheerful tones 
from the doorway, and Lynette Connington 
entered, and flopped down on a cushion which 
Pauline inelegantly threw at her. 

She had hardly settled herself when the last 
of the study’s usual occupants entered and 
surveyed the trio with a grin. “ You do mnV,* 
me feel happy," she laughed. "There’s such 
a tonic atmosphere about you all. Thank you, 

» Al 
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Freddy,” as she dodged a book that whizzed 

towards her, “ but I’d ^Yofshon the 

Oh— Lyn’s got the cushion. Well, 1 U sit on 

table, and, ff you don’t all 
YOU a nice little bit of news wluch_may be or 
interest to the assemhled e, t „uld 

■■ I don’t think there’s anything which cm _ 
interest me in this, the second f '™’ 

Freddy drawled in her most weajtones^ 

Pauline and Lynette eachaoged glane^ ™ 
in their turn adopted expressions of compie 

““'don’t think we’re interested in childish 
gossip, are we, Lyn?” askri Lyn, 

wili 'h'ow^ernXg'thrslightes. attempt 

“dc?^ Norton gave a t»"°fcf'be‘tntMMted,” 
“ I was afraid you wouldnt be in«-r „ 

she said, adding, boiTof chocolates 

you that I had_ received a b g had sent 

from home this to ^school, but they 

them for me -one So Mother 

didn’t arrive till after^Id g 

’’°Thrc?fi^rK simultaneous mt up- ,, 

::”p'?!^1^d°"'an*rsi 

" & in «nm wHch 

5 ert£ck^'”ryordo^:rr»m to speak the 
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iruth, I don’t know what’s going to happen 
to you. Of course» we didn^t want to wiow 
about something that was just * interesting 
If you’d only made it plain that it rvas a matter 
of life or death 

Beryl made a dive for the cupboard. “ Th^’re 
hereP'^she exclaimed, laughing. *' I knew that 
would fetch youl” and she rc-emereed with a 
large box temptingly adorned with ribbon. 

For the next ten minutes there was peace in 
the study of the Junior Games' Committee, 
but at last Lw heaved a sigh of content. “ I 
propose that Beryl be forgiven,” she suggested 
generously. 

'* 1 second that,” added Freddy. 

“ Camed!” said Pauline, “ also a vote of 
thanks to her uncle.” 

" Thank you all so much,” said Beryl, in 
tones of such surprising roectoess that they all 
burst out laughing. “ And now, please, may 
I tell my little piece of ocn-s?” she went on, 
and without waiting for permission, gave it: 
“We’re to have a visit from Sir Somebody 
Something — I forget his name, but he’s one of 
the chief governors of the school — ^to-night, and 
we're to get off prep to listen to him. It’ll 
probably be pretty awfiil — I hate those people 
who come to lecture to us, but it’ll be better 
than prep," she concluded. 

“ I should jolly well think so,” said Lyn 
enthusiastically. 

“ Perhaps he’ll prodaim a whole holiday 
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Slid U-n, a liKlc dubiously, 
" I’m not wanting to be as Um befce 

but I think „”t.” 

I say whether it s perfectly Y „ 

•■if two of you start “0*^— X 
Deryl, in tones of mock disgnst, but r 

too? up the shc^dcclarcd, " and 

“ Lyn IS perfectly ngnt, sn 

I feel exactly *' f^f/Sated, and then 
and for a mbment s__ h going to 

went on with a tus^ f„Hng about to-night, 

?oS f:ug?'« ^ 

have ordinary P^P' . j hugh. Pauline 
Strangely “at the other three 

was so obviously in 

razed at her m 3 9*“* . again. , 

Stil Beryl at last fmmd her v 

•• Well, old _ dear, dm t P j .. 
bothered over ■'• “'P''?"’h^.wave about the 
besides, I’ve had a a"dden brM 

said Sir John. D?“"* S' ton house on the 

You know ttat B'oomy I^S ^^yidy 
»,:n Trhpm there never seexncu i ..yp 


Yon know tot B‘“omy anybody 
bill, where there I’m sore I’ve 

but two or three <rfd se^Bt „ 
heard tot ‘ha' ,b' “.np « ^ ..you’re 
Frederica was looking quite ciciico 
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right, Beryl," she exclaimed. ** 1 don’t know 
how I came to for^t that» for my father and 
mother were talking about it the last time they 
were here for Spe^ Day. I remember Dad 
saying ' Yes, that’s Harrinmon’s. I believe he’s 
coming home at last.’ Dad had nc\'cr seen him, 
but I heard him saying to Mother that he was 
terribly ect^tric. And that’s what Laidy said 
too. I’m just dying to sec himl" and the usually 
bored Frederica looked posittvciy thrilled. 

" Well, you won’t have long to wait," said 
Lyn rising, " for there’s the prep bell." 

" Now for some excitement," said Beryl, 
leading the u'ay cheerfully. 

But even then Pauline lagged behind. " 1 
think it’s going to be too exciting," she said 
dolefully, as she reluctantly followed the others 
towards Big Hall, and for once Pauline was 
mote, wisely than she knew . She and 
her friends in the Ixrwcr Fourth at Heatherley 
were on the eve of exciting events, such as they 
had ne^’cr dreamed of. 
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•*** pcffcctly lovely to 
lliint pf A little csdfement ihij evening to stir 
wi all tip.” 

** M'm‘fn,” wtd Ljm, a little dubiously, 
** I'm not sranting to 1)C at gloomy as Pauline, 
Iitit I think I'm going to trait till I see him before 
I sjy \rhctlicr it’s jwfectly Imxly or not.” 

*'*If two pf )t)u start croaking ” bepn 

ncr^'I, In tones of mock disgust, but Pauline 


“Well, old dear, ^^n * get aii ““ 
bothered over It, anyhow, she advised, 
Lidcs, I’ve had a sJdden 
Kiid Sh John. Doesn’t he hyo “ 

You know that gloomy a^body 

hill, where there never seemed 

hot two or three odd servants? I m sure r ve 


out two or inrcc ov*.— „ 
heard that that belongs to him. .. 
Frederica was looking quite excited. 
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right, Beryl,” she exdslmed. ” I don't kno^''' 
how I came to forget that, for my father and 
mother were talking about it the last time they 
were here for Speech Day. I remember Dad 
saying ‘ Yes, that’s Harrinrton’s. I believe he's 
coming home at last.’ Dad had never seen hinli 
but I heard him sajing to Mother that he was 
terribly eccentric. And that's what Laidy said 
too. Tm just dying to see him!” and the usually 
bored Frederica looked positively thrilled, 

” Well, you won’t ha\*e long to wait,” said 
Lyn rising, ” for there’s the prep bell,” 

” Now for some etcitemcnt,” said Beryh 
leading the way cheerfully. 

But tvm then Pauline bgged behind. ” I 
think it’s going to be too exciting,” she said 
dolefully, as she reluctantly followed the othefs 
towards Big Hall, and for once Pauline wrfs 
speaking more wisely than she knew. She atvd 
her friends in the Lower Fourth at Hcatherlcy 
were on the eve of exdting events, such as they 
bad ncN’er dreamed of. 



CHAPTER II 


Sir John visits Heatherley 

It was lone since “ Big School ” at Heatherley 
had held such an expectant audience. From the 
lordly Sixth Form to the lowliest Junior, every- 
one was agog with excitement to see the eccen- 
tric Sir Jolui. They had not long to w'ait. 
Pauline, Ber)-1, and the other two had just time 
to scat themselves in their usual places when 
the big door at the far end of tne hall was 
thro\vn open, and Miss Laidlaw entered ac- 
companied by— what? The school, in spite of 
their Headmistress’s warning and icy glance, 
gasped — for surely she was accompanied by the 
oducst figure that thw could possibly have 
cxpe«cd to see. For Sir John, instead of the 

tall impressive person whom they liad all 

mentally picturea, was small, and thin, and 
wizened, with an abnormally large head crowned 
by bushy white hair. Out of a parchment- 

coloured face gleamed two dark eyes which 

seemed to see e>'crytlung at once, and not to be 
Bt all pleased with what they saw. And, as 

though Ills phj'sicU appearance were not airwdy 

quaint cnougn, he had adopted the fashions 



viaus neatherley 13 

of a by-gone age: a wde open collar, wth a 
flowing bow, a dark, tight-filjing coat, and 
trousers of a dingy fawny grqr, tapering to 
an incredible narrowness at the foot. 

“ He just needs a snuff-box to complete 
him,” whispered Beryl to Pauline. 

“ Sh — h— h!” whispered back her neighbour 
waiTungly.as the hostile black eyes swept round 
in their direction, and then, startled out of her 
own caution, gasped out, '* Oh, I say, look at 
th^oor infant!" 

The whole school at the moment was looking 
at the * poor infant ’ who, at the first entry of 
Sir John, had remained unnoticed. But now 
she was to be seen, Ug^S a little behind him, 
a poor, dejected child of about eleven or twelve 
years of age, dressed in garments almost as 
quaint and old-fashioned as those worn by 
himself. As it was, however, nobody had mucn 
opportunity of studying tfus unexpected ad- 
dition to tne patty, for at Pauline’s whispered 
sxclamation, Sir John had darted forward with 
1 sound which could be described only as a 
nail, and now stood pointing with a hand 
vhich shook with race in her direction. 

“ That was the riri, Miss Laidlaw, who spoke 
jst now. I b«ira her. I saw her. Moocing 
t me, and my mnddaughtcr. I knew how it 
•ould be, but Vii teach you to jeer at me. Make 
er come out, Miss Laidlaw. Make her come 
itl" and he stamped backwards and forward 
, front of the chairs, in a frenzy of rage. 
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Miss Laidlaw ivas obviously in a quandarj 
For just a second she hesitated, and then in he 
most placatory tones she said: 

* will you come here a moment, Paulim 
Cavendish? I thir^ surely Sir John is mistaken 
I am quite certain that no such thought a; 
mockery occurred to you, did it, dear?’” 

“ N — n — no, Miss Laidlaw,” stammered the 
luckless Pauline who, white and trembling at 
this unexpected onslaught, had made her way 
to the front amid the sympathetic glances of 
the whole school. 

Everybody was watching spellbound. VVhat 
would happen next? But once again nobody 
could possibly have foreseen what did happen. 

As Miss Laidlaw called PauL’ne to the front, 
Sir John stopped his angry stamping and looked 
at the girl, looked and then stared, and then, 
almost with a screech of his high-pitched voice, 
turned and waved an accusing finger, but this 
time in the face of Miss Laidlaw herself. 

“ \Vhat did you say her name was?” he de- 
manded. “ Quick, tell mel” 

At any other time the school would have 
enjoyed tremendously the picture of tbefr 
august Headim'stress being thus harangued, but 
now everyone was so exdtcd that that aspect of 
the matter scarcely appealed to them. 

Miss Laidlaw, however, evidently deemed it 
time to assert herself. She drew herself up to 
her most digm'ficd height, and glanced coldly at 
the angry little figure thundering at her. 
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“ I must object, Sir John,’* she said in her 
most freezing tones, “ to my pupils being 
exdted and disturbed in this manner. This 
girl to whom you have — I assure you quite 
wrongly — ^taken exception, is Pauline Cavendish. 
And now go back to your scat, Pauline, for 
Sir John realizes that he has made a mistake.” 

But not yet was Pauline to be rescued from 
her unhappy plight. 

" No, you don’t; no, you don'tl” snarled 
the little man, bloc^g her path and laying a 
detaining hand on her shoulder. Not until 
I've had a look at youl" and then to the amaze- 
ment of all he burst into peal after peal of 
laughter. “ Pauline CavendishI Ha— na—hal 
I might have known It. Yes, get back to your 
scat now, if you uill, but remember this, 
Jon't let me see you again. Miss Pauline 
Havcndish, or you trill be sorry you ever 
auglicd at me, I warn you,” and nc thrust 
onvard his head menacingly, till Pauline, almost 
a tears by tliis time, wrenwed herself free and 
arted back to her scat. 

” Really, Sir John *’ began Miss Latdbw 

;ain, but once more a surpnsc awaited her. 
Tlie little man turned tmrards her and 
)wed, and in the most courtly of \-oiccs said; 
I am indeed sorry, hliss Laidlaw, if I have 
used )eu any anno)'ance. I mu« admit that 
r the moment I became a Ktilc excited. You 
1 st put it down to an old nun's fickle temper, 
id now, may 1 introduce to j-ou, and to your 
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pupils, my little granddaughter, Sylvia Harrin^ 
ton, whom I am hoping you wl] admit as 
day-pupll to your school.” 

Even Miss Latdiaw was not proof against tb 
amazing charm with which this little speech vra 
uttered. A moment ago the odd figure had beei 
raging in a frenzied fashion; now in the mos 
delightful of voices he was introducing the smal 
girl who accompanied him as though nothing 
aisagreeable had happened. 

Miss l^aldJaw smiled graciously, “ I am sure 
we shall all be pleased to welcome Sylvia,” 
8he_ said, *' and I know that my girls will do 
their utmost to make her happy. You will 
enjoy coming to school here, Sylvia, shall you 
not?^’ she said kindly to the shy little form. 

But if the grandfather had been surprising, 
so equally was the granddaughter. She raised 
for the first time wMt proved to be a rather 
sulky-looking face, and looted first at Miss 
Laidlaw, and then at the assembled school. 

“No,” she said, in a clear, high-pitched 
voice. “ I shall hate it. I don’t like you, and I 
think those girls are de — de — testablel” 

But the sound of so long a word from such 
a small girl was too much for the gravity of the 
school aheady strained to a pitch of e-tciteroent 
quite unusual to it. With one accord they burst 
out laughing, and Big School rocked with meir 
mirth. Even Miss Laidlaw and the assembled 
mistresses, after one rather scared look at Sir 
John, were forced to join in. But, most sur- 
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prising of all, no one seemed to enjoy the joke 
better than Sir John himself. 

He threw his great head back in the air and 
laughed — very mffercnlly from the way in 
which he had laughed at Pauline's name — this 
time with real enjoyment, and several times he 
was seen to clap hia granddaughter on the 
shoulder, and exclaim, Bravo!" and " Well 
done!” All of which, though it seemed to 
give the suU^ Sylvia no pimsurc, kept the 
school going in its almost hysterical mirtn. 

At last, however, in response to Miss Laid- 
law's raised hand, and repeated cries for silence, 
quietness was again restored, and after another 
brief and polite little speech, in which he 
expressed his pleasure with all that he had 
seen, and his complete satisfaction with the 
school. Sir John took his departure, followed 
by Syhia, still unsmiling and unhappy looking. 

He turned when almost at the door to drop 
his final bomb-shell. “ I forgot to say. Miss 
l^aidlaw,” he announced, in those courteous 
tones of his wliich were almost making them 
forget the snarl with which he had first greeted 
them, “ that I am now in residence at Rainlcy 
House, and Syhia will be pleased to welcome 
any of her school-fellows there. And I assure 
you that 1 make them all free of my grounds, 
which arc quite extensive,” with which sur- 
prising invitation he was ushered out by Miss 
Laidlaw to the accompaniment of polite tharis. 

School u-as dismissed immediately by Miss^. 
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mnulcs before eupper, the four occupants of 

Md its sanctuaiy 

end pred at each other in hclpfess suiprisc. 

Beryl -^rminded 

Lyn gave a chuckle. "Oh, he’s mad, quite, 
mad, anybody could see that.” 

Pauline shivered. ” He’s hateful,” she said, 
perfectly hateful. I Icnew I was going to 
endure something horrible at to-night’s lecture, 
“Hi d so temble as that.” 

. old Pauline,” said Beiyl sympathe- 

tically. You got all the lecture, and I was to 
iPl*’ ^ whispered to you first.” 

It wasn’t so much the actual lecture,” said 
Pauline, though that was bad enough. It 
^’ 3 S— — she hesitated. ” Didn’t any of the 
of you notice it?” she demanded. 

Frederica looked at her solemnly. “Yes, I 
wink I know what you’re getting at, Pauline. 
You mean that he seemed to know you — that 
TOur mme conveyed something to him? I 
thiM It did, anyhow, for wc afl saw how he 
behaved when he heard it.” 

Y«, and had a look at you,” put in Lyn. 
Pauline nodded slowly. ” I’m glad in a way 
noticed that,” she said. I wondered 
11 It had all been imagination, and I was terribly 
worned.^ I felt all the time it couldn't be, for — 
you u think this idiotic — ^for I don’t think I can 
possibly have set ^cs either on him or on his 
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detestable,” there xras a reminiscent laugh, 
“ little granddaughter, and yet they both in an 
odd way seem familiar. Well, he said I wasn’t 
ever to let him sec me again. He can’t possibly 
wish it any more than I do,” and Pauline set 
her face in its grimmest possible fron-n, 

Lyn laughed, “ I‘m sure if you look like that, 
youll scare even the doughty Sir John. Come 
on, old dear, have one of Beryl’s chocolates, 
and forget all about it. He’s just what we said 
a minute ago — mad, utterly madi” 

Pauline grinned. ” I’m quite willing to have 
the chocolate,” she said, ” l>ut as to forgetting 
it, that’s not so casv to do as to say. Bother, 
there’s the supper-DcU, and I’ve just taken a 
l«rd one!” 

” No'er mind!” said Frederica soothingly. 
” If the GrilHft gets her eyes upon you, and j-ou 
have to swallow jt quickly, you’ll be choking m a 
noble cause.” 

” She’ll swallow us— the GrifHn, I mean,” 
said Lyn, laughing, ” if we don’t buck up and 
get down to supper,” and she led the way to 
the dining-hall. 



CHAm-R III 


Sacrifice of a Cream Sponge 

It ^raj Pauline fiencif who brought the news 
to Study j at nreak the following morning. 
Mi&s Laiduw lud sent for her, much to her 
dismay, for, as she lud to admit, she had 
whispered on the previous O’cning, although 
she Iiad sarccly dcsen-ed the ’ tremendous 
rebuke which she had received for it. She felt 
sure therefore that Miss Laidlaw was now 
intending to add her share to the reprimand. 
Her face on her return nude the waiting trio 
think tlut her fears had been iustified. 

“Was ‘Laidy’ pretty badr* queried Lyn 
sympathetically, as PauL’ne flopped dora on 
the creaking basket chair wmcL they had 
generously left vacant for her. 

“ Oh — thatl" said Pauline, dismissing it with 
a wave of her hand, “ that was nothing. She 
did give me a bit of a wigging for whispering — 
very rude and all that sort of thing — but she 
didn’t really say much about it. No, it was the 
other bit that knocked me outl” and she paused 
gloomily. 

“ What other bit?”putin Beiyl and Frederica 
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together, while Lyn sat ujj, the picture of 
curiosity, but still Pauline hesitated. 

“ Have the last chocolatel” urged Beiyl 
persuasively. “It’ll help you to get oyer it. 
Come on, PauUne, don’t let us die of curiosity. 
The bell will be ringing in a minute.'' 

Thus encouraged, Pauline pulled herself 
together and, duly fortified ivith the last choco- 
late, shared her information with the rest. 

“ It’s that Sir John,” she proclaimed, “ and 
his wretched ” 

“ No, no, ‘detestable’,” reminded Beryl. 

“ Yes, if you like, detestable granddaughter. 
Do you know that the miserawe infant is to 
be in our form— and she’s only prelvel” 

“ What?” demanded three indignant voices. 
Pauline nodded. “ It’s true,” she affirmed, 
’• and that’s not the worst bit of it— for me, 
anyhow. She’s evidently a perfect mar\’el as 
far as btmns are concerned, babbles Latin and 
Greek in her sleep, and that sort of thing, but, 
worst of all, accordbg to a note that came from 
Sir John this morning, she’s token a tremendous 
fancy to me, * the gjrl that whispered and so 
I'm being foi^ven, and I'm invited there to 
tea tlus aftemoonl” 

Once more three astonished voices exclaimed 
“ What?” but it was a weak exclamation this time 
— surprise hod almost robbed them of spee^. 

” It’s _ true,” said Pauline gloomily, “ and 
Miss Laidlaw says I must go. I think she’s a bit 
relieved that all last night's business Im blown 

{ll») St 
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oyer. Oh, and of course, I've had special instruc- 
tions to trot Sylvia round until sne knows the 
ropes, and be as nice to her as possible.” She 
hesitated, and then once moreplunged on. ” I'm 
ashamed to admit it,” she said, her face growing 
red as if to prove this, “ but I’m thoroughly 
scared about going this afternoon. It isn’t just 
shyness — although I always do hate going 
among strangers— it's— it’s exactly as I felt 
last night. You know that something rather 
horrid is going to happen.” 

There were sympathetic murmurs. After all, 
Pauline’s fears for toe previous evening had been 
well founded. 

** It’s rotten luck, anyhow,” said “hav- 
ing to spend your half-holiday like that.” 

Pauline groaned. “ I’d forgotten it was 
Wednesday. Just my luck/” she lamented. 
Before, howe\-cr, anything further could he 
said, the bell rang for the resumption of work, 
and the girls had to huny to their form room. 

Here they found that Syhna Harrington liad 
arrived, although she had not made her ap- 
pearance for the first part of morning school. 
She looked as sulky as c\er, and sat at a desk at 
tlie l^r end of the room without displaying the 
slightest interest in anyone. 'The girls who 
were already in the room, although they kept 
throwing her curious glances, were evidently 
not anxious to nuke the first 3d^■ancc3 to the 
newcomer. 'Ihere was one point of improve- 
ment in her appearance, and that was that she 
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fvas now dressed in the regulation green gj-m 
tunic which all girls under the Fifth and Sixth 
Forms had to wear, and she naturally looted 
less odd than on the previous evening. 

There was little time, howc^'cr, for considering 
the new girl, for Miss Griffiths — usually known 
33 the Griffin--cntcrcd almost immediately in 
her usual business-like fashion, and next moment 
the form was plunged info French s-erbs. 

Tlie Griffin made small allowance for the fact 
that there liad been no lime for preparation 
the night before. “This is rcrision,’’ she an- 
nounced grimly. “ I shall allow you ttvo 
minutes to refresh your memories. After that, 
any girl who fails will wait in thU afternoon, 
and write the verbs out.*’ 

Tlicre was a smothered groan from the form. 
So tliat was the mood the Griffin was ini At 
least lialf of the girls promptly resigned them- 
selves to losing their half-holiday. Frederica, 
Lyn, and Her)-!, all fell victims to their form- 
nustress’s threat, but Ijy the irony of fate, 
Pauline, who was honing against hone for 
detention to save her Item the dreaded after- 
noon visit, found herself quite incapable of 
giving a wrong answer. With the Gnffin one 
nc\-cr had time to tlunk out anything. She 
snapped a question, and the reply lud to be 
snapped back or one was count^ a failure. 
Consequently, long experience in her class 
made it impossible not to be out with the right 
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It ^ a quite dreadful period. Almost the' 
whole form succumbed except Pauline and the 
brilliant four or five who occupied the bach 
row, and, of course, Sylvia, She, in any case, 
would have escaped as a newcomer, but to the 
chagrin of cverybo^ she was able to answer 
vrith a fluency that Brought beams of appro\'al 
from the Gnflln’s stem countenance. Finally, 
just before the end of morning school, Sylvia 
rose to the back row, dmiossessing Mabel 
Hunter, who had been sixth from the top since 
the beginning of the prtm'ous term. 

After dinner resentment aeainst the brilliant 
newcomer was expressed whole-heartedly in 
Study 4. 

** I'm sure I don't know how the Griffin 
could have looked so pleased about the wretched 
infant,*' grumbled Lyn. “ I’d have givm her 
detention for the afternoon just for loob'ng so 
cocW about herself.*' 

“ You couldn’t veiy well do that,” laughed 
Beiyl, “ when she iras about the only one of 
us who knew anything. Not that J like her,” she 
hastened to add. I'm sure she'll be too con- 
ceited for anything.’* 

“ Yes, and I’ve got to go home with her m 
half-an-hour’s timcT” put m Pauline. 

” Yes, hard lines!’' saxd^ Frederica kindly, 

** and I had such 3 good brain-wave about J’O'^, 
Pauline.” As the oAers looked at her in- 
quiringly she went on: ‘‘ I thought that after 
we’d gone to the village this afternoon as usual, 
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might have had a trandcr through the 
grounds o£ Rainley House, and, as Pauline 
would probably have been there with darling 
SyMa, we could have cheered her up a bit. 
You blow Sir John said he made us all free of 
the grounds.” 

“ I wish you had been able to come,” agreed 
Pauline feclmgly. “ How I’m to put in a whole 
afternoon and a tea-par^ with that wretched 
child, I simply can’t thinkl” 

" Oh, cheer up!” said Lyn encouragingly, 
” and besides, I wonder if we couldn't come to 
meet you. The Griffin will let us away as 
soon as we can do our verbs, so wc may not 
be frightfully long. I think that’s a topping 
idea of yours, f rtSdy. I’d love to see through 
the Rainley grounds, and if will be gorgeous to 
see Pauline tmng to entettrin Syhia.” 

” She ougnc to entertain me,” corrected 
Pauline, as usual treating the remark most 
literally. ” But, if you want to get out of the 
Griffin’s clutches quickly, you ought to be 
learning some PrenOT. Here’s a bookl” 

When she took a gloomy farewell of them 
some twenty minutes later, the other three were 
so deeply engrossed in the conjugation of 
“faire”, and “mettre”, that they scarcely 
noticed her going. 

” If I cawt say these wretched tenses,” said 
Beryl, as they made thrir way disconsolately to 
the form room, “it isn’t that I’m not just 
stuffed with them; wdy, the Griffin simply 
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won’t give you time to disentangle the right 
one.” 

The GrifHn didn't. She was standing by 
her desk, erect and grim as ever, showing 
nothing whatever of her disap^intment at 
missing the round of coif m which she usually 
indulged on half-holidays. Duty with the 
GrifHn inrariably came first. However, despite 
a few luckless mist^cs, the trio managed to 
make their escape much more quickly than they 
liad hoped, and, donning their blazers and 
straw hats, were soon gleeMy swinging village- 
wards. 

” We’re really not much inore than tbree- 
i^uarters of an hour late,” said Lyn. ” If we 

S with our purchases we should be at 
jy House by atout four.” 

Shopping on half-holidays was a roost im- 
portant event with the Hcatherley girls, 
especially at the beginning of the term when 
pocket-money was fairly plentiM. The fact 
too that school tea might be missed, and the 
meal partaken of in the girls’ studies on hall- 
holidays always caused much thought to be 
expended on Just what should or should not 
be purchased. , ,, . , 

‘‘^We shall have to buy a lot to-day, said 
Beryl. ” We all came back very badly pro- 
vided for in the way of cbhitics after the ho 

^ere was a murmur of agreement from the 
other two. 
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“ I’d notUnE acept riat ale m: finiihcd 
on Sunday," aid Lyn. " Molhtr had to yo 
from home, and couldn't see to thinp as usua), 
but she ga« me ten shillings^ estra 

moivcy, so I’m trcmendoiuly m funds* 

Much the same happened to roe,* uuped 
Frcderia; "and I also got some extra cash. 

So let’s law a thorougUf splendiferous tea. 
\Ye'li do crur best to capture rauline and taie 
her back \Tith us. They’ll probabk pre her 
afternoon tea about four o’clock, and she vrcn*l 
be able w take It* she’ll be so horribly nervous. 

But, I say she broke off suddauy, ** isn’t 

that Sir John disappearing into that book- 
seller’s over there:" and she pointed cxcrtedly. 

The other two were Just in rime to ccc the 
odd little fi^re of the previous evening disap- 
pear through a sh<» door, 

" GieersT* said Beryl. ** Let’s buds up, and 
get our things, and get to Rainley House ocforc 
him. 1 feel that I’d be much happier exploring 
the place i£ I knew he was not ibere. Sylm 
must be doing all the entertaining on her ewn, 
Pauline trill be having a happy time." 

Never had shtmpin^ been ssccomplisbcd so 
speedily or, orr me ■ftholc, so successfully as 
on that afternoon, and in a remarkably short 
time the three ritls were vralHng smartly up 
the hill in the direction of Rainley House. A 
glance through the doorway of the b^’s-*hqp, 
as they passed, had reassured them tVt Sir 
John was still there. They had caught sight of 
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'liicrc was a murmur of agreement from the 
other nxo. 
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” I’d nothing except that cake finished 
on Sunday,” said Lyn. Mother had to go 
from home, and couldn’t see to things as usual, 
but she gave me ten shillings extra of pocket- 
money, so I’m tremendously in funds.’’ 

” Much the same happened to me,” laughed 
Frederica; “and I also pot some extra cash. 
So let’s have a thoroughly splendiferous tea. 
We’ll do our best to capture VauUne and take 
her back with us. ’They’ll probably rive her 
afternoon tea about four o’clock, ancf she Nvon’t 
be able to take it, she’ll be so horribly nervous. 
But, I say——” she broke off suddenly, ” isn’t 
that Sir John disappearing into that book- 
seller’s over there?” and she pointed excitedly. 

The other trvo vrctc Just in time to sec tile 
odd little fjOTre of the previous evening disap- 
pear tlirough a shop door. 

” Cheeral” said fietyl. ” Let’s buck up, and 
cet our things, and get to Ralnlcy House Dcfote 
him. I fed that I’d be much happier cxploritjg 
the place if I knew he was not there. Sylvia 
must be doing all the entertaining on her own. 
Pauline fc/// be having a happy time.” 

Never had shopping been accomplished so 
speedily or, on me whole, so successfully as 
on that afternoon, and in a remarkably short 
time the three girls were wulking smartly up 
the hill in the direction of Rainley House. A 
glance through the doorway of the book-shop, 
as they passed, had reassured them that Sir 
John was still there. They had caught sight of 
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his back, far in the dim recesses of the shop, 
with his head bent over a book, and with sighs 
of relief they had hurried on. Sir John n'as not 
a popular figure with them meantime. 

“ Gloomy looking placel” commented Beiyl 
disapprovingly, as they at length drew near to 
the rambling tree-encircled house, and the other 
two gave a rather breathless assent. 

Certainly, even in the mellow October sun- 
shine, Rainley House did not look inviting. 
Grey and cheerless, wdth many windows which 
yet seemed not to let in light so much as to 
e-xclude it, so little bright reflection came from 
the dull glass with which they were filled, it 
stood on the summit of sharply rising ground, 
a dreary, dismal-lookbg buil^g, which some- 
how all at once the girls felt a strong dis- 
inclination to approach. 

Beryl, however, gave herself a little shake. 

“ How do you thi^ we should go_ in?’ she 
demanded briskly, as though determined by a 
brisk matter-of-factness to banish any kind of 
fancifuincss. “Shall we just walk up the 
avenue — after all. Sir John invited anybody — 
e\-eiybody — or should we cut in somewhere over 
the wall?’’ . ^ . 

“ Over the waif. I’d suggest ’ Frcdenca 

%vas beginning, but the problem that afternoon 
did not after all require to be solved, for sud- 
denly Ljti dutebea Beryl’s arm in a tensely 
e.xcited grip. 

“ L<ook, quicki Coming down the a^'cnue— 
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isn’t that Pauline?" she gasped, and commenced 
to run fonwrd. 

Next moment they were all dashing for the 
pates. Pauline it was, but not only Pauline. 
Behind her, sv'ith an ominous quietness, but 
with ej'cs ablaac, and teeth barM in a snarl, 
raced a huge hound which seas gaiiung on the 
panting gitl at c%'ery moment. 

*' Open the gate. Beryl " gasped Lyn as they 
raced fon\-ard, and Beryl and Fredenca dashed 
for it, only to hurl themselves fruitlessly against 
it with something tike a sob. 

** It’s lochcdl" they exclaimed together, but 
Ljm did not hear. She had one loot in the 
twisted iron grating of the pte and was hoisting 
herself on to the top of tnc wall, " Quiclil a 
parccU" she cried, and Beryl, sensing her 
meaning, liandcd up a large bag of apples. 

Next moment there was a snarl of rage and 
pain, hut the huge hound paused. \Mtli one 
desperate riTort Pauline quickened her already 
desperate steps, and threw herself at the wall 
on the other side of the gate from Lyn, where 
I'ceJcrlca was lunging o\-er with lands out- 
stretched ro draw her up. 

How tljc)* managed it none of them could 
ever tell, but as Pauline sank thankfully on the 
safe side of the wall, the huge hound, nidcmiy 
refusing tn l>e tirowlKaten further by Ltm, 
came caching up, throwing it*eU against the 
stone week s'itli temfnng trvatU and larks. 

*11)6 mere thougfit that it migV.t in iu fury 
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to jump over tt-as enough to make the 
already exhausted prii run once more with 
all their might towards the security of school. 

Indeed, so thoroughly terrified were they that 
it Aval not tintil they had reached their own 
Rttidy that they pausra for breath. 

was the first to speak. ** The bcasti" 
she Mid venomously. “ I CA'cn had to throw 
our good cream sponge at himl” 

Even Pauline saw the funny side of that, 
and for the next few moments they all laughed 
Iiclnlcssly. 

** We've enough left to fortify ourselves 
anyhow," put in Bcrjl at last, getting up 
weakly to prepare tea, and then, as Pauline 
to speak, she held up her hand. 

" No, Pauline old girl, you're not to tell us 
anything till after tea. You’ve had quite 
enough c.xdtemcnt for a L’tlle, and anyhow-^ 

1 think your little adventure this afternoon is 
needing some consideration. We’U give our 
great minds to it when we’ve had a little 
nourishment.*’ 

Pauline smiled a little wanly. “ Right-ohi 
she agreed. “And you’re right, Lyn, Tve got 
quite a lot to tell you of this afternoon, and it « 
need all our great minds to think it out. 1 
simply can’t understand things at alll 



CHAPTER IV 

Tea-party — ^but no Tea 

" I feel a little better,” said Pauline, some 
half-hour later. 

So do 1 exclaimed ll>c other three laughing. 

” E.xcitcmcnt seems to be good for our ap- 
petites, anyhow," Beryl added. “ And now, 
my child,’* she comlnutd, loolting at Pauline, 
" do you feel equal to telling us about your 
pleasant afternoon? I must say you chose a 
delightful \s-ay of spending it. I just shouldn’t 
have fancied running races with that beautiful 
hound mj'self," 

Pauline shuddered. " It was dreadful,” she 
admitted. " I . . . but I’d better begin at 
the beginning, and see if you can make any 
sense of it.’’ 

Tlic otlier three nodded approvingly, and 
accordingly she went on: 

" Tlie funniest bit about the whole thing,” 
she began, " teas Sylvia. Vou know how 1 was 
haling the very thought of walking home with 
her, fat less spending the aftcmoonl VS’cU, 
strangely enough, I quite enjoyed both bits 
until— but I’m gmug too quictlyl She was 
really quite different from anjahTrig we’d ex- 



32 Tlirills at Hcatlicricy School 

pcctcd. Not fl liJt Bulky — quite talkatU*c it 
fact“<inu ffcmcmlously interesting. She'i 
spent most of her life abroad, and it was m 
wonder abc could babble off those French verbs 
to-tl«*, for she can talk Frcncli quicker than 1 
can English. I was quite surprised when we 
came to JLiinfey House, the ivalk had passed 
BO quickiy, but it was just as we approaaicd it 
that the first odd thing happened. 

Sylvia looked round m a queer, half- 
frightened \ray, and then she said to me: 
* I)o you mind if we climb over the wall? 
I know an easy place to ret over, and then 
Grandpapa won't know w^ve come? He al- 
ways keeps the front cate locked, and it means 
ringing the big bell for one of the servants to 
operate the lock from the house.' 

“ I said, of course, that I didn't mind a bit 
climbing the wall, ^though I couldn’t help 
thinking it funny that she Sdn't want Sir John 
to know we’d arrived. 

“ Well, we got over the wall without any 
bother and made our way through the thick 
trees — and, by the way, the grounds are siioply 
topping — and Sylvia was chattering away quite 
gaily when all at once she stopped and put her 
hand to her lips, and signalled to me in 3ii 
almost terrified way to keep quiet. 1 wondered 
what on earth >vas the matter, but I wasn't left 
long in doubt. Sylvia’s ears must have been 
more alert than mine, for it was a second or 
two before I heard footsteps approaching, and 


then, •while "we w^tcd, hidden aa well as we 
possibly could be among the trees, Sir John 
strode past a little distance from us, muttering 
to himself and slashing at things anmly with a 
stick which he carried in his hand.’^ 

Pauline heatated for a moment and looked 
at her listeners doubtfully. “ 1 — ^I’m almost 
afraid to put in this little bit,** she confessed, 
“ for I fee! it might quite well have been 
imaginarion but-—” 

Beryl frowned impressively. ” We’ll judge 
about that,” she said, wirii mock sternness, 
” You must tell us evc^fthing — and more,” she 
concluded illogically. 

Pauline laughed. ” Oh, well, it’s nothing 
veiy much, onlv, as Sit John passed, it seemed to 
me that what he was muttering tvas my name, 

‘ Cavendish, Cavendish *, and {k>m the way he 
was saying it he didn't seem to be liking it 
any better than he did iKt night, although I 
was supposed to be forgiven.” 

” Queer,” said Lyn, " decidedly queer,” and 
Frederica and BeM nodded solcrWy. ” What 
happened then?” be^cd the latter curiously. 

” He strode off down towards the gate while 
Sylvia and I stood watQung, not daring to 
move, and he evidently knon-s how to operate 
the lock, for he opened it at once and walked 
an-ay towards Rainley Village.” 

That’s where we saw him,” confirmed 
Frederica, “He was in Dixon’s, the book- 
seller’s.” 
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pected. Not a bit sulky— qxiite talkative in 
fact— and tremendously interestinB. She’s 
spent most of her life abroad, and it was no 
wonder she could babble off those French verbs 
to-day, for she can talk French quicker than I 
can English. I was quite surprised when we 
came to Rainlc^ House, the walk had passed 
so quickly, but it was just as we approadied it 
that the first odd thing happened, 

“ Sylvia looked round m a queer, half- 
frightened way, and then she said to me: 

* Do you mind if we climb over the t\'all? 
I know an easy place to get over, and then 
Grandpapa won't know weS’e come? He al-‘, 
ways keeps the front gate locked, and it meansi 
ringing the big bell for one of the ser^^mts to 
operate the low from the house.’ 

“ I said, of course, that I didn’t mind a bit 
climbing the wall, although 1 couldn’t help 
thinking it funny that she iSdn't want Sir John 
to know we’d arrived. 

“ Well, wc got over the uall without anv 
bother and made our way through the thick 
trees— and, by the way, the grounds are simply 
topping — and Sylvia was chattering aivay quite 

E lly when all at once she stopped and put her 
nd to her lips, and signailed to me in an 
almost terrified way to keep quiet. I wondered 
what on earth was the matter, but I wasn’t left 
Jong in doubt. Sylvia’s ears must have been 
more alert than mine, for it was a second or 
tivo before I beard footsteps approaching, ‘ 
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then, ■while we waited, ludden as well as we 
possibly could be among the trees, Sir John 
strode past a little distance from us, muttering 
to himself and slashing at things angrily with a 
stich which he carried in his hand.' 

Pauline hesitated for a moment and looked 
at her listeners doubtfully. “ I — I’m almost 
afraid to put in this litUe bit,” she confessed, 
for I fwl it might quite well have been 
imagination hut ” 

Beryl frowned impres^vtly. “ We’ll judge 
about that," she sajd, with mock sternness. 
“ You must tell us everything — and more,” she 
concluded illogically. 

Pauline laughed. ” Oh, well, it’s nothing 
very much, only, as Sir John passed, it seemed to 
me that what he was muttering was my name, 
‘ Cavendish, Cavendish', and from the way he 
was saying it be didn't seem to be liking it 
any better than he did last night, although 1 
was supposed to be fo^ven.” 

" Queer,” said ” decidedly queer,” and 
Frederica and Beryl nodded solemnly. “ What 
happened then?” begged the latter curiously. 

He strode off doxm towards the gate while 
Sylvia and I stood watdiing, not daring to 
move, and he evidently knows how to operate 
the lock, for he opened it at once and walked 
away towards Ralmey Village,” 

“ That’s where we saw him,” confirmed 
Frederica. , “ He was in Dixon’s, the book- 
seller’s.” 
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'' Go on, Pauline," prompted Beryl. " I’m 
djing to hear how j-ou came to be chased by the 
hound." 

** Well, I had thought Sylna heaps nicer 
than I’d c\-cr dreamed of up till then, but after 
she realized that Sir John ^^*03 tmite out of the 
^\•ay, she became nicer still. In fact, I began to 
realize then for the first time what I found 
aftcnmds to be the case, that Sylm is abso- 
lutely seared of Sir John!" 

“ Scared! And she Moke to him as she did 
last nightl" declared Frederica incredulously, 
but Pauline nodded firmly. 

" She is, she told me so after we got up to 
the house, and she said that she didnt dare to 
show that she was frightened, he’s so tembly 
queer. She took me up to her own favourite 
haunt, a h’ttle room at the top of the house— by 
the tvay, we crept in by a side door and up a 
back stair ivithout, as we thought, any of the 
servants seeing us, and I was becoming so 
used to ^ this caution that at the moment 1 
scarcely saw anything odd in it. 

“ As soon as we were in the room, however, 
Sylvia turned, and I got quite a shock ^ben 1 
saw her face, it was so strained and fnghtened 
looking. She looked at me_ hard for fuUy^ ® 
minute, and I was beginning to feel quite 
nervous when suddenly she grasped my ann, 
and said in, oh, the tensest sort of voice you 
can imagine: ' Pauline, I’m sure I can trust wu. 
WUl you help me? Oh, please say you ■vnUl 



“ Well, of course, I told her not to be an idiot 
and that sort of thing, and that, of course, I’d 
help her, but she'd hare to tell me tvhat I 
couldhelpherabout. And, this is the maddening 
bit, I’m sure she was just going to, when v?e 
heard steps on the stairs outside the room. 

“ ‘ H’s’s’hl* she Tvluspercd, and made a dive 
for the fireplace, an old-fashioned looking 
thing, and put her hand, as it seemed, up the 
chimney, but there must have been some sort 
of ledge inside, for when she withdrew her band 
she held an envelope, and rushing back to me 
she whispered, ‘ this for me. I’ll tell you 
•all about it to-morrow. Oh, don’t let anyb^y 
see it or know you have it.’ 

“ There wasn’t time for any more. I took 
the envelope and stuffed it into my blarer 
pocket, keeping my hand carelessly upon it, and 
almost immediately the door was thrown open. 

“ Sylvia had darted over to the window, and 
as the door opened was saying in the most 
natural voice in the world, ’ Isnt there a most 
gorgeous view from this window, Pauline? 
That’s why I’m so keen on this room.’ So, of 
course, I pretended too, to be admiring the 
scenery, and I must say it was much more 
worth a study than the figure who entered. 

“ Sylvia introduced me immediately. It was 
her old rnjTse, who had been with her since she 
was a baby, and somehow that would make you 
imagine she was a likeable sort of person, but 
if she was, she didn’t look it. Honestly— 
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and Pauline stopped to look round at her 
friends with something almost like dismaj on 
her face, ** if I were Sylvia, and having to live 
in that horrible house, with those horrible 
people, I don’t know what I should do.” 

” Poor kidl” murmured Beryl sympathetically, 
and “ No wonder she looks unhappy,” addw 
Lyn. 

" Of course, the nurse was decent enough to 
me,” Pauline hastened to assure them. ‘‘She 
was a tall, fearfully tall woman, with the grim- 
mest expression imaginable, and she had one 
of those harsh rasping voices that Just seem to 
cut through you. However, practically all ihe 
said was that tea was ready and we /oBowed 
her downstairs. 

"And now comes the funny bit—' and 
Pauline paused dramatically. 

“ I was beginning to feel rather like tea by 
this time, and when at last she stopped at a 
door on the bottom flat and threw it open, I 
was quite surprised to sec no signs of tea any- 
where. I was more surprised next minute when 
she said; * Will you wait here for a few moments? 

I wish to speak to JVfiss Sylvia,’ and with ll^t 
I found im’self inside. And that wasn’t the 

worst bit for ” and Pauline bent forward 

with a look of fear even yet at the recollection, 

” immediately after that I heard the key being 
turned in the lock, and I realized that I was a 
prisoner.” 

“ cieLvmed Frederica and Lyn slaul- 
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taneously, and “ Great, jumpin? Jehoshapbatl” 
added Beiyl, her eyes rride with astonishment. 
“ What on earth did you do?*’ 

Pauline gave a rather feeble pin — it \v3s 
obiious that she tos still rather ehaben. “ What 
anybody else would have done, I e^ect,” she 
answered. “ I made a dive for the window, and 
I was never so surprised and relieved as when 
I found it open, t think I told you that the 
room was on the bottom floor, and I saw when 
I looked out that it was at the side of the house. 
Everything seemed to be in my favour, and I 
wasn’t a moment in slipping out of the window 
and dropping the short distance to the ground, 
but I had -scarcely run more than a few yards 
when I heard a low whistle, and then an awful 
kind of snarl, and turned round to 8ec->well, 
you know yourselves wliat that dreadful don 
looked like. I almost fainted with sheer terror,^ 
she went on, “ but somehow I managed to kcq> 
running. All the same, I had seen something else 
first,” and she looked round almost defiantly as 
if expecting right away not to be bclie^'cd. 

” Go on, old girl," said Beryl soothingly. 
“ What did you see?” 

" That horrible Sir Johnl” came the answer 
almost tsiih a sob. ” It was be who must have 
whistled to that dreadful brute to go after roel” 

*' But it couldn’t have been Sir John,” 
began Ljm and Frederica together, “for we 

E assed him still in that bookshop,” but Beryl 
eld up a warning hand. It was pbin tMt 

(IM) c» 


35 Thrills at Heatherley School 


find Pauline stopped to look round at hef 
friends wlh something almost like dsmay on 
her face, “ if I were Sylvia, and having to hre 
in that horrible house, with those hombic 
people, I don’t know what I should do.” 


‘*roor kidl” murmured Beryl sympatheti^y, 
ks unhappy,” added 


and " No wonder she looks t 
Lyn. . 

“ Of course, the nurse was decent enou|a to 
me," Pauline hastened to assure them. * She 
was a tall, fearfully tall woman, with the grim- 
mest expression imaginable, and she had one 
of those harsh rasping voices that just scot to 
cut through you. However, pra^cally ^ she 
said was that tea was ready and we followed 
her downstairs. . , . „ . 

"And now comes the funny bjt— sna 
Pauline paused dramatically. 

" I was beginning to feel rather like tea ny 
this time, and when at last she stopped at a 
door on the bottom flat and threw it open, i 
was quite surprised to see no signs of tea 
where. I was more surprised next mmute wnw 
she said; ‘ Will you wait here for a few 
I wish to speaJe to Miss Sylvia,’ and with that 
I foimd myself inside. And that warn t th 

worst bit for ” and Pauline bent 

with a look of fear even yet at the recoUertpn, 

“ immediately after that I heard the key being 
turned in the lock, and I realized that I was a 
prisoner.” . , 

" \Vhat?” exclaimed Frederica and I>yn simui- 
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taneously, and “ Great, juroping Jehoshaphatl" 
added Beryl, her eyes wide wim astomshment. 
“ What on earth did you do?” 

Pauline gave a rather feeble grin — it was 
obvious that she was still rather shaken. “ What 
anybody else would have done, I expect,” she 
answered. " I made a dive for the window, and 
I nus never so surprised and relieved as when 
I found it open. I think I told you that the 
room was on the bottom floor, and I saw when 
I looked out that it was at the side of the house. 
Everything seemed to be in my favour, and I 
wasn’t a moment in slipping out of the window 
and dropping the short distance to the ground, 
but 1 had scarcely run more than a few yards 
when 1 heard a low whistle, and then an awful 
kind of snarl, and turned round to see— well, 
you know yourselves what that dreadful doc 
looked like. I almcfst fainted with sheer terror," 
she went on, ” but somehow I managed to keep 
running . All the same, I had seen something else 
first," and she looked round almost defiantly as 
if expecting right away not to be believed, 

*' Go on, old girl,” said Beryl sootliingly. 
" Wliat did you see?” 

” Tlut horrible Sir Johnl” came the answer 
almost with a sob. " It was he wlio must have 
whistled to tliat dreadful brute to go after me!” 

" But it couldn't liave been Sir John," 
began Lj-n and Frederica together, “for we 
passed him still in that bookshop," but Beryl 
held up a wanung hand. It was plain that 
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Pauline’s nerves were not in a state for her to 
suffer contradiction. 

'* It teat Sir John/’ she repeated almost with 
tearful obstinacy. “ I saw him for the moment 
quite nJainly, and then he disappeared round 
one of the outhouses.” 

For a moment there was a worried silence, 
and then Pauline added in a voice of utter 
weariness: ” The rest of what happened you 
know yourselves. I don’t know what on earth 
I’d have done if you three hadn’t been there.” 

Any reply to this was made impossible by the 
sudden opening of the door, and the ap- 
pearance of Annie, one of the maids. 

“ Miss Laidlaw wishes to see Miss Cavw- 
dish in her study,” she announced in an official 
voice, and, then, immediately becoming hump, 
she added, ” and, If you'll take my advice, Miss, 
you’ll look sharp about it, for Miss Laidlaw do 
seem to be in a queer old fuss about something. 

” But what ” began Pauline, her already 

white face lookii^ almost whiter than before, 
but Annie had disappeared. 

Amid encouraging and sympathetic murmurs 
Pauline also departed for the intervieiv, leaving 
her three companions to gaze at each other in 
perplexed silence. ^ 

Berj’l was the first to find her toIcc. " There s 
one way,” she said, “in which it really could 
have been Sir John that Pauline saw.” 

The others looked at her inquirin^y. 

“Motor car,” she explained. “There is a 



■back road, isn’t there, that passes Rainley 
House, and I think it*s shorter, ir anything, than 
the other. Well, there’s just a chance that Sir 
John either had his own car in the village — he’s 
hound to have one — or hired the old one at the 
hotel. In fact—” it was Beryl’s turn now to 
hesitate, even as Pauline had done, before giving 
voice to her suspicions. 

“ I’m just wondering,” she said, in a rather 
shame-faced fashion, ”and I feel it’s rather 
‘ far-fetched ’, but do you think by any chance, 
Sir John saw us and suspected where we might 
be going?” 

Frederica gave a little whistle. “That’s 
interesting, Beryl,” she said, “for I was just 
wondering the same thing.” 

“ We certainly weren’t terribly ‘ sleuth-like * 
in the way we peered into that book-shop,” 
Lyn admitted with a rueful little laugh, addmgi 
“ And that certainly would explain hjs qui^ 
return, if he had become suspicious, although, 
behaving the way be does, he might expect 
tveiybody to be suspidous of him. In any case, 
I think he must have hired the hotel car, for we’d 
almost certainly have seen a strange car waiting 
about in the village if his own had been there. 
Besides,” she added conclusively, " he .didn’t 
go off in his car, for I^ulinc, you remember, 
saw him going out by the gate. I say, I wonder 
what’s keeping poor old Pauline all this time?” 

They had not, however, long to wonder, 
for just with that thdr friend appeared, to make 
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tfie final startling announcement of that already 
startling day. She dosed the door quietly 
behind tier, and stood wth her back to it facing 
into tile room, then, with a wWte, set face, ana 
in a low voice whi<^ slie seemed scarcely able 
to keep from trembling, she said: “ Sylvia 
Ilarrin^on cannot be found anywhere. Sir 
John has been ringing up Miss I^'dlaw in a 
perfectly frantic way. rm being blamed for 
Iiaving something to do with it, and when I 
told Miss Lafdlaw about how I’d been treated 
this afternoon, and she rang up to protest, he 
denied it flatly. Said I’d never been I(^ed in 
the room, and that it was all a— a tissue of 
falsehoods, I think he called it, and—” poor 
Pauline’s voice broke in a sob—” I think now 
that Miss Lai^w thinks I’ve been invcntin| it, 
Coo. I’m quite sure she doesn’t believe me. 

“ We’ll soon tdl her then,” said Fred briskly, 
rising as she spoke, ” for we can prove how ^ou 
were chased down the avenue by that brute. ’ 
“There’s our cream sponge to pro\'e it,” put 
in Lyn, " only I expect the horrid thing will 
have it all eaten, even to the box, by this tunc. 

Pauline smiled wanly, “ Sir John would take 
good care to clear anything like that out of the 
road,” she said, “ but in any case, don’t go, 
any of you, to Miss Laidlaw. I thought of 
mentioning you at fist, as proof of what wd 
happened, you know,and then suddenlyl bad a 
fedmg that the more we keep things to our- 
selves the better. I just Jet Miss Laidlaw think 





room, beaming reassuringly in answer to the 
inauiring looks of licr three friends. 

hfcrcitully, the GrifHn U'as in a much 
milder frame of mind than on the previous 
day, or Pauline** jiuttention would certainly 
have been discovered and fittingly punished. 
As it was, she mana^ to scribble a note and 
pats it along to her ilircc friends, causing them 
to turn round and beam with relieved glances 
in their turn. 

" Sir John has just ntng up to say that he 
regrets it was all a misunderstanding. Sylvia is 
all right , but has emght a scsTfc chill, and n-on't 
be back to school this week, Laidy** prettj' mad 
—about the misunderstanding, 1 mean— but 
she was frightfully dtetnt to me,” read the note 
which, not unnaiunlJy, bmighl a great deal of 
comfort to the pitls who read it. Tl^ett was, 
however, a limit es'cn to the Criflin’i good 
humour that morning. 

iJcf)! liad been the last to receive the note 
and, rdirved tliough she was hy its contents, 
her keen mind was already worrying ostr the 
rirangeness of the whole matter. As a result, 
•he sias utterly ohlixioiis of Julius C,T«,ir’f 
landing in Ilritain— the Hre bcmei oP^ith 
account the Griflin was at that moment try- 
ing to fill out as realistically as possible. 

You can just Imagine the Kcne. girls,*' 
the s'as Msing cnthusiattically. “C^r’i 
•hips at anchor In |J»e Xtav, and tho«e lulf- 
•atage men, I'eimearrd with woad, at Csesrr 


CHAPTER V 


Beryl — Sleuth 

Pauline was heavy-eyed next morning as 
though she had spent a s/eepless ni^ht. Indeed, 
all four girls showed signs of strain, and their 
eyes turned immediately, as they entered their 
form room, to the desk at which Sylvia should 
have sat, but, as they had expected, it was 
unoccupied. No one else seemea to have heard 
anything about her disappearance, and the four 
deemed it wiser to keep toe news to themselvelll . 
so that lessons proceeded as usual. Not long^ 
after the commencement of school, however, ^ 
Pauline was again summoned to Aliss Lafd/aw’s 
study, this time by James, a small boyof-all- 
work, who always looked as if he enjoyed 
bringing terrifying messages of this kind tremen- 
dously. 

“ Cheer up, Miss!” he said cncauragingly 
to Pauline, who naturally was looking the 
picture of misery, and was wondering what was 
going to happen now, “ She don’t look in too 
bad a waxl’*^ 

To her relief, I^ulxae found this to be true, 
and in a few moments she was back in her form 



room, beanung rosssuiingly in answer to the 
inguirinc looks of her three friends. 

RIcrciiuUy» the Griffin mts in a much 
milder frame of mind than on the previous 
day, or Pauline's inattention would certainly 
have been discovered and fittingly punished. 
As it was, she managed to scribble a note and 
pass it along to her three friends, causing them 
to turn round and beam iriih relieved glances 
in their turn. 

" Sir John has just rung up to toy that he 
regrets it ^vas all a imsunderstanding. Sylvia is 
all right, but hascaughtasevercchiU, and won’t 
he hack to school this week. Laidy’s pretty mad 
— about the misunderstanding, I mean— but 
she n-as frightfully decent to me," read the note 
which, not unnaturally, brought a great deal of 
comfort to the girb who read it. There tvas, 
however, a limit even to the Griffin’s good 
humour that morning. 

Beryl had been the last to receive the note 
and, relieved though she was by its contents, 
her keen nund was already worrying over the 
strangeness of the whole matter. AS a result, 
she was utterly oblivious of Julius Czesaj -’s 
landing in Britain — ^the bare bones of which 
account the Griflin was at that moment try- 
ing to fill out as realistically as possible. 

“You can just imagine the scene, girls," 
she was saying enthusiastically. “ Cesar’s 
ships at anchor in the bay, and those half- 
savage men, besmeared with woad, as Casar 



" That's my brother, miss,” the girl explained 
with a touch of pride. “ He’ll be going to drive 
home Sir John Harrinrton from Dixon’s, the 
bookseller’s. He does that every afternoon.” 

Beryl pridscd up her ears, and recklessly 
ordered half a dozen doughnuts to prolong 
the conversation. This at least was worthy of 
Sherlock. '* Hasn’t Sir John a car of his own?” 
she queried conversationally. 

He’s got a new one coming next week, but 
until then the hotel one is to be kept at his 
disposal. And a pretty penny Jim says they will 
charge him for it, and him never using it except 
this once in the ^y- At least, miss, I'm wrong 
slightly,” the girl continued, evidently proud 
at oeing able to rive so much ‘ inside informa- 
tion ’, ” he may be going to use it more now, 
for he did yesterday. Alter Jim brought him 
home he sent Jim away, saying he’d be using 
the car himself during the evening, but he’d 
drive himself.” 

“ And did he?” asked Beryl, remembering 
that no piece of informatloa was too trivial for 
a detective. 

*‘ To be sure he did, miss,” the girl assured 
her earnestly. '* You remember there was a 
heavy shower towards evening. Well, he must 
have had it out then, for what a cleaning Jim 
said he had to rive it tlua momingl He’d been 
sajing up till then it was a fair picnic of a job, 
but 1 think he’s changed his opinion a bit now, 
miss!” 



CHAPTER VI 

A Blazer in Demand 


Lyn, Paulme, and Frederica ej’ed Bet) 
With something like admiration akin to env 
as she spread out her tempting purchase 
before them. It had been rather difficult t( 
ignore school tea wihout arousing awhvarc 
inquiries as to the state of their h^th, when thej 
seemed so indisposed for eating. However, the 
Griffin had merely cast a searching glance at 
their obviously h^thy countenances, and re- 
marked; “ I suppose 50U giris must hare been 
eating between meals again,” and paid no more 
attention to them, 

**I’m starving,” said Lyn, helping herself 
to a doughnut. 

“Ravcnousl” commented PauUne, adding, 
“ How clever it was of you. Beryl, to think of the 
cream SMnge, after yesterday’s aisappoinfmencl" 
Beryl’s face grew hot when she remembered 
how nearly she had forgotten all about every- 
thing, but she traa saved from reply by 
Frcaerica’a languid vwee cutting in. 

" Wc must remember about the cream sponge- 
box to*nigbt,” she said. 

Beryl looked at her inquiringly. ” Of counc,, 
vou don’t knoiv about our plans,” said 
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Frederica. She looked at the other two. “J 
think Beryl should pve va a quick account of 
what she’s been up to this afternoon first, and 
then we’ll tell her what wc’vc been thinlung, ’’she 
suggested, adding with an amused look at the 
now rapidly emptying plates: “ She seems to 
have had apretty good time. I’m never so lucky 
when the Griffin keims me in for extra workl” 

Beryl grinned. “ I tear lucky,” she admitted* 
” in more ways than one,’^ and forthwith 
plunged into an account of her adventures of 
the afternoon. 

” Good old Sherlockl” applauded Lyn wbefli 
she stopped. ” Not that I see just at the moment 
that it helps us tremendously.” 

" N-n-nol” said Pauline dubiously, ” ex- 
cept that it shows that Sir John is still worrying 
about me. Though why on earth— I can^ 
jma^ne. I'm glad the mrl in the bookshop 
didn’t enlighten him at all, although, of course* 
you wereivt me, anyhow,” she concluded un- 
grammatically. 

“ It proves, too, doesn’t it, that it could 
certainly have been Sir John yesterday who 
set that dreadful dog after Pauline— I mean if 
he’d come round by the back road to RainJey 
House just after four, as he must have?” said 
Beryl. “ I wonder where he drove when be 
was using the car last night,” she continued; 
” not that I suppose it would make much 
difference if we did know,” she ended with a 
laugh. 
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“ But vrhy do you think Sylvia has disap- 
peared, then — if it were all a made-up story)” 
inquired Berj’l curiously. 

^ I — admit U’s more ‘ feeling ’ than any- 
thing else,” PauUne conceded; “but somehow 
I feel Sylvia hasn’t got that bad chill she’s 
supposed to have. 1 think she’s just being kept 
out of the way. Anyhow, that’s what we’re 
going to put to the test,” she concluded. 

Once more Beryl’a expression was question 
enough. 

" We think the best thinn will be to call and 
inquire how she’s keeping, Pauline explained, 
“ ask to see her, if we can possibly get the chance, 
and pick up any information we can while we’re 
at it. 

Be^l looked doubtful. “ What about the 
dog?“^she demurred, “and, in any case, when 
do you intend going?” 

“I was waiting for that,” chuckled Frederica; 
“ but you know. Beryl, you’re not the only one 
who can get a pass. Pauline braved the lion in 
her den — Laidy, I mean — and wheedled a pass 
out of her to ^cape prep, provided that she 
takes a friend with her, and that she’s back by 
a quarter to eight. And I” — ^Frederica finished 
triumphantly — “am the friend.” 

Beryl's face fell, and she looked disconso- 
lately at Lyn. “ C^’t be in everything,” said 
the latter sootWngJy. “ We shall just have to 
carry on in their absence. You never know 
what little exdtement may turn up.” 
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Lyn, although she was quite unaware < 
was speaking much more prophetically 
anyone couldf have imagined. 

Frederica and Pauline set off in the h?| 
spirits to inquire for the invalid whom they 
not believe to be an invalid; Frederica declai 
chiefly as an encouragement to Pauline, 
they couldn’t possibly set the dog upon ti 
this time at Ramley House, if they rang the 
and entered as proper visitors. Meanwl 
Lyn and Beryl were left to store away the 
odd buns and biscuits which remained. S 
denly Lyn stopped with a little sque^ 
excitement, and waved a chocolate bisi 
frantically in the air. 

" Do you know what weS*e fomott 
Beryl?” she dcwandcd. "And I bet fauJ 
has, too— she haax't said a word more ab< 
it, anyhow.” 

” About what?” asked Beryl rather cros 
— she was feeling just a little sore that she a 
Lyn were bang perforce left out of the risit 
Rainlw House. 

“ Why— that envelope — the one that Syli 
gave her, you remember, begging her to ta 
care of it. Itll be in Paulinea blazer pods 
still, I’m certain, ^mc on. I’m going to sne 
up to the dorm to see. Pauline’s got on h 
coat to-night, so her blazer’ll be there,” ar 
Lyn, in the mp of intense eidtcment led t! 
w^ cautiously upstairs. 

'the dormitory floor, at that hour, w: 
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forbidden territory, but the girls’ luck held. No 
one seemed to be about, and cautiously they 
pushed the door open, only to dart back with 
surprise. There was a scuffle of darting foot- 
steps in the room, and then the sound of a door 
at the far end dosing softly, and after that 
— silence. 

Beryl and Lyn faced each other shakily. 

“ \Vho could it be? Did you see anybody?” 
the former whispered anxiously. 

Lyn did not reply. Instead, she once more 
edsed _the_ door cautiously ajar and peered^ ui, 
and this time there was no sound of any kind. 
Slightly reassured Beryl followed and together 
they tiptoed along the silent room, keeping a 
wa^ eye on the door at the fat cnd—a door 
leading to the mistresses’ corridor, and used 
only at night by the mistress on du^. Usually 
it was k«t locked through the day. 

Lyn, however, determined to leave nothing 
to chance, tiptoed right up to it and tried it. 
With a worried frown she turned and shook 
her head to Beryl. Whoever had slipped out 
that way had turned the key on the other side. 
It was an implcasant moment. Possibly on the 
other side of the door, the figure was still stand- 
ing, ready to pounce on them at any moment, 
Ljm resolutely put the thought from her, with 
the reflection that the figure had not seemed 
any more ansous to be detected than them- 
selves. 

Signalling to Beryl she tiptoed back in the 
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direction of Pauline’s cubicle, and saw to her 
relief that (he blazer, in quest of which thw had 
come, was King carelessly on the chair. It was 
the work Ola moment to dart up to it and feel 
in the pockets; but it \ras, in any case, a moment 
jvastcef. Lyn turned a face almost comical in 
its dismay to “ Gone/” she whispered 

tragically. “ Pauline must have hidden it some- 
where for safety.” 

_The journey downstairs was accomplished 
without incident, but Beryl heaved a sigh of 
relief when once again they reached the safety 
of the study. on the other hand, seemed 
considerably more worried, now that she had 
had a minute or two for reflection. 

“ I hope,” she said, in peroltvcd tones, 

” that Pauline did hide envelope, for ” 

she broke off with an apologetic little laugh. 

** I'm going to say the roost absolutely idiotic 
thing. Beryl, so don’t burst out laughing.” 

Beryl reassured her. 

Well,” Lyn demanded, ” did you catch 
fii^t at all of the figure in the dormitory?” 

Beryl shook her head. ” No, I was behind 
you, you see,” she explained. 

” Well, I did,” said Lyn, with almost a 
touch of defiance; “ and it wasn’t one of the 
mistresses, as it should have been,^ when that 
door was being used, it was a girl's figure, 
and ” here Lyn’s voice sank to an im- 

pressive undertone, “ Beryl, if it wasn’t Sylvia 
Harrington, I’ll — I’ll eat my hatl” 
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Berj’l simply ^ed her astonishment at this 
announcement. Words seemed to fail her. 

“ And what’s more,” Ljtj continued, “ I’ni 
as sure as can be that she was over at Pauline’s 
cubicle just as we were, and I think for the 
same reason. Only,” Lyn’s voice now had a 
touch of bitterness, “ she had the luck to be 
there first.” 

” But why on earth should she take away the 
envelope, when she gave it to Pauline to feeep 
for her?” demanded Beryl weakly, finding her 
tongue at last. 

” Why on earth should any of it be hap- 
pening at all?” retorted Lyn with a worked 
laugh. ” Oh, I do trfsh Pauline and Frtfddy 
were back, so that we*d know if Pauline bad 
left it in her pocket.” 

But just at that naoment, had they knownit, 
PauTinc and Freddy were very far from b«ng 
back. Their eveiung’s adventure was pro^g 
much more adventurous than anything they 
had bargained for. 



CHAFraR vir 

Two inquire for an Invalid 

Frederica had been thinJung hard before she 
set out with Pauline for the risit to Rainicy, 
and, aa they tvalked briskly along the road, 
she decided that it was a case of now or newr. 

" 1.00k here, Pauline,” she said, pausing a 
moment in her stride, " have you the faintest, 
teeniest, weeniest idea of why Sir John fa so 
interested in you?” 

Pauline looked at her squarely, and then 
flushed slightly. 

'* I — I don't know, Fred,” she answered 
in troubled tones. “ ^mcwhcrc at the back of 
ray mind there seems to be something that 
I’m frj-ing to remember, something that I feel 
would clear up this mysterious interest in me. 
But I can’t get it. IVe thought and thought, 
but It refuses to come.” 

Frederica nodded. "That at least is hopeful,” 
sic admitted- “ There's no doubc you’re mired 
up in something or other — the way you’ve been 
treated both times you’ve had anything to do 
with those Harringtons, and I do feel we’re 
entitled to try to get to the bottom of it. Be- 
sides, 1 admit, though I'm not quite sure tliat I 
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trust that kid, Sylvia Harrington, so completely 
as you do, that looks most unhappy; and, if 
our investigations are going to help her, so much 
the better. 

By this time they had resumed their brisk 
walk, and Pauline nodded readily. 

“ I feel like that, too,” she said. “ WeVe 
really very little to go upon, and yet everything 
lias been mysterious up to a point. But here we 
are anyhow, at the forbidding gates. Do we just 
ring boldly as we planned?” 

Frederica did not bother to reply. She 
stepped boldly up to the heavy iron gateway, 
and seising the old«fashioned, heavy beU, pulled 
it vigorously. 

“ Now,” she said, with a satisfied look, '* I 
suppose all we have to do is to wait for a moment} 
and they’ll open before our eyes.” 

They waited. 

One minute passed — five — seven — and still 
the heavy gates showed no signs of opening. 
During the time Frederica had rung twice again , 
but at the end oC ten minutes it was obvious 
that no response was going to be made to them. 

By this time Fredenca was thoroughly angry. 
” \Vhat sort of people are they?” she demanded 
haughtily. ” It’s only common decency to 
answer when people ring.” 

” I — I don’t suppose the gates would open 
if we touched them,” suggested Pauline rather 
timidly. 

“Not likely!” sm^jped her friend, givmg 
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them n push, only to utter a little ^ of suf» 
prise, for \rithout offering the slightest rc>* 
sistance the double gates swung open. 

Frederica loohcd worried, ‘ Kow, I wonder' 
if thcy'vo been like that all the time,” she mut- 
tered, ” or if somebody really did operate them 
from the house when we rang. What idiots we 
were not to try them first of alll” 

” Nc\'cr mind,” put in Pauline soothingly, 
" we intended to go uj> just like ordinary 
\asitor9, and weVc certainly given them goM 
warning of our coming. Come on, Fred, surely 
we can go to inquire for a school chuml 
Leaving the gates open to their widest extent 
the nvo girls made their way up the avenue. 
It was not a very pleasant walk, for tree hnea 
their way on both sides, and both of them, 
though they discreetly refined froin men- 
tioning it, could not help thinking of the huge 
grey dog which once b«ore they had seen m 
this very part. , , 

Mercifully, it was not a long approaim. A 
bend in it disclosed the house, standing gloomy 
and aloof, in an open space among the sur- 
rounding trees. , 

It needed all the girls* confidence to approach, 
but approach they did, making their 
the wide stairs and rin^g the bell, which they 
could hear pealing lustily inside. 

There could be no doubt that their presence 
at the door must be known this time, whatever 
had happened at the gates. 
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jid then, as again minute after minute 
ied without any answer bang made to their 
'y the girls looked at each other uneasily, 
ild it be that this great, dark, silent house 
: really empty, or was there even now 
lebody peering at them from those male- 
ent-looking windows? Once more anger 
h Frederica was the ptedoroinating feelmg. 

B gave the bell another angry tug, and to- 
het they listened to its clanging notes echoing 
ide. Trembling now in case the door should 
lly be Mened, thw stood ready to take to 
idiong flight on the slightest provocation, 
t they had no need to fear. Nothing hap- 
ned, and the house remained as silent and 
ieited as before. 

It was Pauline now who made the first move, 
ley had descended the steps, and were standing 
esolutely on the embankment which sloped 
iwn to a rugged and ill-kept lawn. 

“ Let’s pretend to go away,” she whispered 
irriedly to her friend; “ and then we’fl cut 
kck, and I’ll see if, by any chance, the back 
lircase is open— the one by which Sylvia took 
e up, you remember,” 

Frederica nodded understandingly, and to- 
jthcr, as if giving up all thought now of being 
Imitted, they strode oH down the avenue. 
Once out of sight of the house, however, they 
It in among the trees and doubled back, making 
leir way this rime in a wide circle towards the 
ack of the house. 
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It did not take long, and, after a cautioi 
survey, Pauline led the way out, and approachc 
a door in the back of the house. Cautious! 
she tried the handle, and, considerably to the 
surprise — perhaps a h'ttle to their disappoini 
ment, for it definitely committed them I 
further exploration — the door opened rcadilj 
exposing a narrow wooden staircase. Thcr 
was nothing for it but to go up. “ I’m going ti 
see if Sylvia’s in that room at the top, or inne 
own room on the lower flat,” Pauline declaiw 
“ for, if she’s not, then we know definitely tha 
Sir John has not been telling the truth, and th< 
sooner Miss Laidlaw knot’s about it the better. 

By this time they had reached the sccom 
storey, and Pauline tiptoed to a door and opened 
it. A moment’s glance was sulficient to show 
that it was unoccupied, and the dust lay so 
thickly on the furniture that it had ob%-iously 
not been entered for a day or two. Piiulinc shut 
the door without comment, and proceeded to 
the higher flight. 

There again disappointment awaited them. 
In the little room, wnerc Sylria had talked to 
her so oddly, and had just b^ on the point of 
telling her at least a part of the mystery, Pauline, 
could find no trace of the girl. It wm a par- 
ticularly bare little pbee, with not a picture on 
the walls to brighten them, scarcely a chair 
indeed on which to sit. T*here was certainly 
nothing there to Unger for. 

A sudden thought, bospever, struck Pauline* 
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and she darted over to the fireplace, even as 
she had seen Sylwa do, and dirust her hand up 
the chimn^, giving a Uttle cty of excitement as. 
her fingers met nith a juttmg-out ridge and — 
yes! — ^M’ith something else. Her trembling 
fingers fastened on a foUed slip of paper which 
she drew out and brought over to the vdndow 
where Frederica was peering anxiously down- 
wards. 

Both girls, however, uttered an exclamation 
as they examined the stm, for in girlish hand- 
yrriting was uvitten. “ For Pauline Cavendish, 
if she should come to look tot me.” 

So Sylvia had <Bsappcaied, and had antici- 
pated that they would look for herl With hands 
that she could not keep from trembling Pauline 
unfolded the paper. Its contents were brief, 
and far from satisfactory: 

" I dare not tell you where I am being taken 
— it would lead you into further trouble — but 
I shall be all right. Don’t w>rry. Don’t let the 
envelope 1 gave you out of your keeping — it is 
terribly important for you as well as me " — 
Pauline started guiltily as she read that — “ and 
if you can gel a chance as you go out, look at the 
tbrd picture from the left on the right-hand 
side of the hall. Sylvia.” That was all — more 
mystifying than ever, 

'* Come on!” smd Frederica briefly. ” We can 
at least have a look at that — ^it’s obrious there’s 
tobody here, anyway.” 

Nodding agreement Pauline followed, and 

(US!) z 
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jttlll catitioutl/ but with hearts beating rapn^ 
now, more from cidtcmcnt than fear, they made 
their downstairs, and Pauline, who remem- 
l>cf^ the Geography of the house fairly wen, 
pointed fonrard: . , , 

*' 'lliat door there,” she said, must Jcm 
into tiic front liall. This ”;-and she pomtro 
to a piwagc on the right— “is where I was iw 
dowTJ. Fon«fd, stout fcllal” „ 

'llius encouraged, Frederica turned the hrmme 
of the door mclicated. As they had sunni^i 


it led to the front hall, a Jong and 

rpeted, and dimly hghtid 


stretch, thickly carpeted, 
through the cuss panelling of the heavy dwr. 

” Tliird from the left on the ngbt*hand side, 
murmured PauUoe cxdtcdly, as they tiptoea 
fonwrd with ^-es scanning ' 

they suppos^, dead and gone 
” This’ifbe the one,” she began, only 


off vrith a little ciy of disappointment. 
fA Innlr — j> ’« ernnff — there’s no Dicture there. 


Fred, look— it’s gone— there's no picture b 
Dumbly they sored at the heavy gilt n™'- 
Sure enough, Pauline had spoken the tni^ 
the picture, whatever it had been, had oe 
removed. 


imovcQ. 

” It’s maddenine!” Pauline said at last, wi 
t.:_* -I * ir. ,r«:r>A “ Just when 


a hint almost of tears in her voice. 
we think weVe going to strike something dehnit 
— something umooked for happens. »Tiat do 
we do now, Fred,” , , 

Frederica looked at her watch. “ I m afr^^ 
there’s nothing for it but to get back to school. 
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slie said dlsconsolatdy. ** Miss Laidlaw said a 
quarter to eight, you know.” 

Once more the girls turned to make their 
•way to the back door through which they had 
come, when Frederica, almost from force of 
habit — Miss Laidlaw was such a tremendous 
stickler for tidiness — stooped and picked up a 
slip of paper which lay on the polished wood 
at the edge of the rug. 

It proved to be folded and was obviously 
very old— so yeUowed was it in colour. 
Frederica unfolded it and then almost dropped 
it again in surprise. 

“ A clue at lastl" she exclaimed triumphantly, 
handing it over to Pauline. “ Now we know 
there really Is a connexion. Come on, Pauline, 
the sooner we get out of here and investigate 
the better." 

Together they made their way to the back 
door, both in their onii minds thinking how 
awful it would be if it were locked, but no— 
up till therx fortune was with them. 

From then onwards, however, luck entirely 
failed. 

They were no sooner outside than there came 
the sound of a motor approaching— the noise 
made it obvious that it was the ancient Ford — 
and it tvas evident too that it tvas coming by the 
back road and would soon be on them. Simul- 
taneously, with that too came a wicked snarl, 
and they turned to see the huge grey dog 
dashing towards them. 
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The sensible thing to do woiJd hai'c been t 
dart back into the house, but fear for themomo) 
robbed them of their wits. 

“ Quick, that tool-shed door is openl” raspe 
Pauline, “ and together they made a dive for th' 
opening, reaching it just in time to puU-to thi 
door, as the dog threw its great body against it 
They realize their stupidity immediately 
It would be impossible now to escape defecUon, 
and it was! Between the dog’s barks and snarls 
they heard the car draw up and a voice— 
viously Sir John’s — calling authoritatively to the 
dog: “ Down, sir, down! Take him away to 
his kennel, Black.” 

Next moment the tool-shed door was thrwra 
open, and the two girls crept ignominiousiy 
forth, noting, however, with relief that the dog 
was now being led aw;y^ quite peaceably by a man 
who seemed to have it under complete control. 

Frederica had made up her mind rapidly to 
explain that they had called to ask for Sylvia, but 
rcceiWng no reply at the front door had come 
round to see if tnw could see any of the servants 
at the back, and had been attacked by the tlog 
and driven to seek refuge in the tooj-shed. 
All of which seemed to her quite justifiable, 
considering the strange way in which they had 
been treated. Unfortunately, Sir John’s first 
wx)rds knocked her plausible story completely 
on the head. Ic was so obvious flat he knevr 
all about thcral 

” Miss Cavendish, I see,” he said, ” and a 
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friend, possibly ihe yonng lady 'who was so 
interested in me in the book-shop yesterday?” 

“ No — it isn’t,” put in Frederica defiantly, 
but he -went on unheeding. 

*' I trust you have enjoyed your — shall •we say 
‘ trip of exploration —through my house to- 
night? I saw you at the begmning, but I felt 
I should not like to depnve you of seeing 
through it. Now, however, I must ask you to 
let me have the pleasure of your company a 
little longer while I ’phone your Headmistress 
about this imrusion.’^ 

The girls grew red. Certatnly Miss I-aidlaw,. 
not knowing all the circumstances, would b» 
very far from approving their actions. 

Frederica looked round. The dreadful dog. 
had disappeared. 

“ BoUt” she gasp^ suddenly to Pauline, 
giving her sleeve a little tug. 

Pauline almost lost her bakincc with surprise, 
but grasped the situation immediately. Next 
moment they were racing dowm the avenue as 
quickly as their legs could carry them — not 
halting indeed, or meeting with any obstacle 
till they were safely back in school. 

Had they known it, they had no need to worry , 
for their would-be captor had watched their 
flight down the avenue without disguising his 
satisfaction. 

“ All clear. Black,” he said to the man who 
had made a spe^y reappearance. ” I don’t 
think those two trill trouble us againl” 



A Wrenched Ankle 71 

ingly, " have all borne out this grudge^ against 
Paiiiinc. He inade Sylvia chum up vfith hcr,> 
and then he and his servants lea^e torcthet' 
to mate his awful dog almost tear and devour' 

our unhappy friend ** 

The “ unhappy friend ", was by now able to 
grin amiably at the rrfctcncc. 

" And all to-night’s events," she continued, 
“ have merely added to the certainty that be 
particubriy objects to Pauline for some reason 
or other. This scrap of paper,” she said, holding 
up the yellowed fragment which Frederica had 
retrieved from the hail floor, " which bears the 
name of * Cynthia Cavendish Harrington and 
has obviously dropped out 0! the back of the 
picture when it was being removed from its 
trame, naturally makes me think there is some 
family connexion. My reading of the problem 
is this ’’—Beryl’s voice took on an impressive 
note, and, in spite of themselves, her three 
Usteners leaned forward with more interest 
than they had intended to dispby — " I think," 
said Beryl, “ that Sir John Is an impostor. 
That Pauline b the rightful heir to Finley 
House, and all its vast possessions — if there 
are any;” — she interpobted in an ordinary 
tone — ' that Sir John knows thb, and — the 
rilbinl — is doing hb best to harm and ^s- 
cre^t her, even to the extent of letting his 
hound devour herl \Vhat do you think of that 
as a solution of the mystery?” 

There were groans of disapproval on all sides. 
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had used the car in the evening himself, whic 
was unusual.” 

” Exactly,*’ and Pauline smiled sweetl; 
“ that’s just tile point. And what I want to g' 
at is that probably why he used the car was 1 
take Sylvia somewhere, and I’ve been thinkir 
that Itc a fairly good idea where that som.' 
where was.” 

The three listeners made no attempt now 
disguise their interest. “ You know how little ra 
we've had lately,” Pauline went on, “ and he 
dry all the roadsare. Yet Jim Rawlins said th 
with the slight shower that night the car w 
in a dreadful mess— or at least his sister to 
Beryl that he said so. \Vell, doesn't that conv 
anything to you?” 

Frederica looked wise. ” I think so,” she sa 
slowly. “You mean that the only road tl 
would have been at all likely to be muddy 
that time is ” 

“ The road to the old mill!” finished L 
excitedly. “ Of course, the ground’s alwj 
marshy near there, even in dry weatherl” 
Pauline nodded. “ Quite tight, and reedl 
to say, if he went up the road to the old m 
there’s only one place where Sylvia can be.” 

“ In the old mill?” queried Beryl in shod 
tones. 

“ That’s what I think,” said Pauline, “ a 
1 think it’s up to us to make sure. For if tl 
poor kid is being kept a prisoner there, a 
that idiotic Sir John seems capable of do: 
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ia a good causc» and, ^vith luck, Laidy will 
never know. By the way,” and she looked 
^eerfully at Frederica, ” Sir John certainlj 
tan’t have rung her up or she’d have sent foi 
us by this lime. So that’s something to b< 
thankful for.” 

'• There’s another!” said Betyl, rising as th< 
supper bell clanged. ‘‘ All this excitement ii 
sna^g me poatively ravenousl” 

Had Miss LaidJaw had the slightest sus' 
picion as she switched off her reading-lamp tha 
night, about half-past ten, that four of her pupil: 
were at that moment approaching the desertet 
and desolate old mill, she woulcf certainly no 
have slept so peacefully as she did. Mercifully 
however, no such knowledge troubled her, anc 
in the meantime the four truants went briskl; 
on their way, inwardly congratulating themselve 
on having made their escape so easify. 

It was a very dark night, and the marshy roai 
made very heavy going, hut luckily it wa 
fanuliar territory to them all, and in con 
sequence they were able to avoid some of th 
more dliBcult parts by making simple detours. 

It was on one of those occasions while the 
were diver^gfromthe main road that Frederic 

f ive a warning * HistI’ and thw had to crouc 
own among the tall reeds that ilanked the pad 
” What » itj” Beryl whispered, but ne: 
moment they all heard what Frederica’s sharpe 
ears had caught first. 

Footsteps were hurrying — as they cam 
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nearer they realized that^ they vrcre not n 
burning, they were noi«?^-^own the rw 
The girls scarcely darM to breathe a 
footsteps drew abreast of, then passed, 
hiding-place, but strain their eves as they i 
they could not tnahe out any shape in the 
ness and presently the sound too of the hur 
steps died away. , 

** Do 5*00 tlunk it could have been that 
Sir John whispered Lj-n, \-oicing the th< 
in all their minds. 

“ Well, if it was. the sooner we Kt or 
sec if we can find SyMa the better, ansv 
Frederia. with a note of 
These burning footsteps had added a m 
of terror to their night's adventure which 
hitherto been absent. r .1,, , 

Such was the pitchy darkness of the ' 
that they were Practically on the old mi I l b 
they saw it— a sh’ghtly more solid blacknesi 
the bUcknns arotmd them. 

•• No lights showing." murmuml ireci 
•• Well liave to go warily. IJave your 1 
ready far emergencies, raiilmc. 

Wi'h the knowledge IxTm of long famih 
with the place, they made their way 
the tide cf the old building where iiu.a 
crealeJ to and fro on a rusty 
,, relief they found it tfill crea 
s“d IdS-r^r their breath with etcitemcnf, 
a Ltile (at. they crept in. and up the hr 
tt'.tu: steps. lUlf-way up l-hey sH stepped t 
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and listened. On the floor above, something 
had movedl It was not a dearly defined move- 
ment— more a shuffling, scuffling sound — but 
next moment there came something else. A 
groan — a nerve-racking, hollow groan, sounding 
from immediately above theml With one 
accord the ^Is turned and fed down, the steps 
again, and stood trembling by the door. 

Once more Frederica recovered her nerve first 
There was itothing languid about her voice now 

“ We’re being a lot of funks,” she said crisply, 
'* We came here to see if we could find Sylvia 
and as soon as we hear a sound, we turn azic 
bolt.” 

” But that— that groan didn’t sound a bit lik( 
Sylvia,” Lyn demurred with chattering teeth. 

“ Nonsensel” retorted Frederica in her mos' 
matter-of-fact tones; ” you can’t possibly tel 
from a groanl Let roe have your torch, Pauline 
and I’ll go up and see. You others can wait hen 
if ^u like.” 

^at, of course, tb^ auite definitely couldn’ 
do. Frederica must not be allowed to ascend tt 
that terrifying upper region alone, so screwin] 
up the last remnants of their courage the; 
followed her once more up the stair. 

Once again, as they ascended, there came th 
odd shuffling sound followed by the dreadfu 
groan, and once again they paused. This tim 
It nus Beryl who put forward, a suggestion. 

" Why not let’s shout ‘ Who’s there?’ ” sh 
whispered, “ and see what happens? It woul 
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be better than putting our heads right 
lion’s mouth as it were/' 

In the ceric toTchVight which seem 
strong enough^ to throw up the un 
features of their surroundings — the co 
green with damp, and the raftered roof ■ 
great wooden bttms festooned with flapp: 
webs — Frederica considered this suggest; 
finally approved. " Good idea!” she ac 
" ril shout;” and next minute her cl< 
anybody there?” went echoing throu 
building. In the second that foUowed 1 
Pauline clutched each other’s hands fe 
Was no answer going to cornel If the 
silence and “nothingness” coatinuet! 
thought she would scream. And nothin 
penedl No answering hail came from t 
above. 

” I don’t care,” said Frederica at last do} 
” I'm going up. There miat be somebody 
and anyhow there are four of us,” and v 
wmting for a reply she continued the i 
The others had no choice but to follow. 

At the top of the stairs Frederica paused 
a door on the right-hand side. '* The 
must have come from here,” she whis; 
and, as once more Pauline and Lyn ch 
each other convulsively, she turned the h: 

At fct, as the door opened, the light < 
torch seemed to shine upon an empty roon 
even the intrraid Frederica felt that this was 
than she could stand, and then, as automat 
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she turned the light round on the various parts 
of the room, it fell upon a huddled form lying 
in a comet neat the mreplace. All four rirls ex- 
claimed simultaneously, and tiptoed into the room 
with a horrid questiomng feehng in their minds. 

The huddled shape was lying so oddly still, 
making no move as they approached — but one 
tHng was certain, whoever it imght be, it was not 
Sylvia! Next moment Frederica had set their fears 
at rest, for she bent down beside the still figure 
to look up with a relieved smile next moment. 

'* Pulse all right,” she assured them. ” Who- 
ever he is, he’s just unconscious.” 

Just with that the figure stirred, tried to move, 
and emitted one of the heart'rending groans 
which had so unnerved them on the stairs, 
following which he opened his eyes and gazed 
wondcfinsly at the four girls. 

Suddenly, recollection seemed to come upon 
him. 

” Did Sylvia get help so soon?" he demanded. 

The question acted like a tonic on his four 
listeners. The reference to Sylvia, the cultured 
tones of the voice itself, all had a reassuring 
quality of which they had stood badly in need. 

” We’ll help you,” said Frederica kindly, 
” but please, who .arc you?” 

By this time, with their assistance, the man 
had struggled to a sitting position, and Beryl, 
searching round the room, had found and 
dragged forward an old chair against which he 
might lean. 





CHAPTER IX 

Even Headmistresses are Curious 


Never in the annals of Heatherl^ School had 
the Headmistress’s study presented such a 
scene as it did at four o’clock the next morning. 

It had been after midnight when Beryl and 
Lyn>OD their questfor help, had met and stop^d 
the motor car containing Miss Laidlaw, ana Dr. 
Watrender , whom she had summoned on Sylvia's 
advice, Sylvia herself who had insisted on 
coming, and the gardener, who had been 
roused and included in the party in case the 
doctor should need assistance in helping Sir 
John to the car. Beryl and Lyn had been 
packed hurriedly into the back seat as Miss 
Laidlaw could not countenance their returning 
the whole way to school alone. Miss Laidlaw, 
indeed, was in a state almost verging on nervous 
prostration, at the mete thought of four of her 
pupils being abroad at that time of night at all, 
no matter what the cause. She had had wisdom 
enough, however, to lefrain from comment 
tmtil a more fitting time. 

Now, however, as she looked round her study 
at the four truants and Sylvia, all seeming none 
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know, it «-on't male anjlliinp any dearer, for 
we’re completely in the dark al>out the real 
meaning ot the things wc\c been mixed up in. 
And we’d really friehtfully like to know what 
it's all been about}’* ehe added with a note of 
appeal. 

As Miss Laldlaw’s own feelings were entirely 
in accord with this she immediately agreed. 

" Well, Sylvia,” die said qucsiioningly, '* wliat 
have you to say}” 

Sybia looked \xty small and thy, as all cj’cs 
turned in her dircaion, but there teas nothing 
sullen about her expression now. Tl\e girls 
realized what they liad not realized before, 
that she was extremely pretty. 

She seemed to be casting aMut in her mind 
for a beginning. 

” I— well, of cDvirtc, you know that the first 
Sir John teas not my real grandpapa,” she began, 
in a hesitating voice; ” the Sir John whom >’Ou 
met to-night is the real one. The other horrid 
one svas rcallv his valet, and that woman, whom 
you met,” the swd, turning to Pauline, ” who 
had really been my nunc, was also his ivifc. 

“ We lived very quietly abroad, scarcely ever 
saw anyone, and Grandpapa made a great 
friend of Jacobs — tliat is tnc salct's name- 
treating him, you know, riot as a 8cr\-ant at all, 
and that, I think, is wliat caused all the trouble. 
I’ve heard liirn tell Jacobs repeatedly about 
how some day be must go back to Ratnley 
House, and of the wonderful oicturcs he liad 
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the vrorse of their adventure, she deemed that 
that^ time had come. Also, hke her four erring 
pupils, she was feeling not a little curiosity 
about the real state of affairs. 

Sir John, who had proved to be suffering 
from nothing worse than a badly wrenched 
ankle, had been taken home by Dr. Wamnder, 
who also had obviously been consumed by 
curiosity over the situation. A little flicker 
passed over Miss Laidlaw’s face as she thought 
that probably the doctor was even now question- 
ing his patient in much the same way as she was 
going to question her pupils. 

There was, however, no trace of a smife as 
she turned towards them. 

“ Now, girls,” she said, with a quite percep- 
tible edge to her voice, ” I feel that I am entitled 
to an explanation of your quite extraordinary 
conduct.” 

Beryl who had been lulled into a sense of 
false security by the steaming cocoa and larish 
slices of cake with wWch Miss Laidlaw had 
up till then been plying them, choked o^’cr a 
crumb in her sudden realization that the worst 
W’as yet to come, and caused a diversion for 
quite nvo minutes longer, much to Miss laid- 
law’s annoj-ance. Peace being on« more re- 
stored, the Headmistress was again going to 
speak when Frederira broke in; 

” If you please, Aliss I^'dlaw,”^ she said 
apologetically, ” I think " ' ' ‘ to tell 

her story first, ^ ^ we 
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know, it won’t make anjthing any clearer, for 
we’re completely in the dark atJout the rwl 
meaning ot the things we’ve been mixed up in. 
And we'd really frightfully like to know what 
it’s all been about?’’ she added with a note of 
appeal. 

As Miss Liudlaw’s own feelings were entirely 
in accord with this she immediately agreed. 

“ Well, Sylvia,” she said questioningly, ” what 
have you to sav?” 

Sylvia lookeci very small and shy, as all eyes 
turned in her dircctiorv, but there was nothing 
sullen about her expression now. The girls 
realized what they Wd not realized before, 
that she was extremely pretty. 

She seemed to be casting about in her mind 
for a beginning. 

” I— well, of course, you know that the first 
Sir John was not my real grandpapa,” she began, 
in a hesitating voice; ** the Sic Jolm whom you 
met to-iught is the real one. The other horrid 
one was really his valet, and that woman, whom 
you met,” she said, turning to Pauline, '* who 
had really been my nurse, was ^o his wife. 

” We lived very quietly abroad, scarcely ever 
saw anyone, and Grandpapa made a great 
friend of Jacobs — that is the valet’s name- 
treating him, you know, not as a servant at all, 
and that, 1 think, is what caused all the trouble. 
I’ve heard him tcU Jacobs repeatedly about 
how some day he must go back to Rjunley 
House, and or the wonderful oictures he bad 
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there, and wonderful antiques. And I remem- 
ber one flight in particular when he said; * About 
the firet \islt I'jl have to pay, when I to back 
to Rainlqr, Jacobs, is to the girls* school there. 
I’m the chief covemor, if I remember rightly,’ 
and he laughctl tremendously over it, and told me 
hetrantedme to bcapupil there. Ithink,”and 
SylWa looked shyly at Miss Laidlaw, “ Grand- 
papa was really ratherproud of being a governor, 
but, of course, he treated it as a joke, and it 
was his mentioning it to Jacobs that gave him 
the idea of coming here ti^t night. Vm going 
a little too quicldy though,” she said, and 
paused for a moment. ^ 

” Ail of a sudden Grandpapa was taken ill,” 
she continued. “ I— I thi^,” and a shockw 
note crept into her voice, ” that Jacobs and his 
wife had something to do with it, they must 
have given him some Idod of drug; but although 
I be^ed them, they would not get a doctor, 
and then they told me that they felt the only 
thing that would help him would be to get back 
to j^nley House. Of course, I was pleased, 
but from the moment we started on the journey 
I realized something was mong. I was not 
allowed to speak to anyone, and I distinctly 
heard Jacobs passing himself off as Sir John 
Harrington — ^he is like him in height and build, 
and so fe^v people have met Grandpapa in 
recent years that he had no diffiwty in 
pretending to be him. 

“ When we came here the same thing hap- 
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aied. There were no servants in the house 
:cept a man, Bhcdr, who seemed to tnow all 
)out the conspiraqr, and who had a most 
readful dog.” 

All four girls shivered reminiscently* and 
ylvia gave an appremtive smile. 

“ Grandpapa was lotied up in a room, and 
was not allowed out of doors, imtil that 
rcadful evening when 1 was taken over here, 
icobs then told me witli the most awful 
ireats that I must pretend he was Grandpapa, 
nd I was so frightened 1 had to promise. 

” I overheard him discussing how he would 
ehave, and he was lauehlng and saying he’d 
ct so queerly that he’a put any of the girls 
rom coming ‘sneaking about the grounds’, 
fhese were his actual words, and, of coutse, 
ou remember how odd his behaviour was. 
ie certainly at the end said he made you all 
ree of his grounds, but 1 think he felt pretty 
ure that nobody would come, and in any case 
he front gates were always locked, and he kept 
hat horrible dog roaming about most of the 
ime.” 

Pauline could restrain her curiosity no longer. 
” But why did he fasten on me that night, 
ind then invite me to tea with you next day* 
ind then let me be chased by that awful dog?” 
she queried, the questions tumbling out one 
after the other. 

“ It was yonr name — Cavendish," Sylvia 
explained. 1 could see it gave him quite a 
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shock, for he had thought he had only me to 
deal with, and now here were you, probably 
a relative, and you might see through tnc whole 
thing, so he was as tein'fj'ing as possible. Then, 
when we got home and he tola his wife about 
it, she was more worried still, and suggested 
the plan of inwting you the following day, 
and frightening you so badly that you would 
never come back. I just heard about the in- 
\’iling part — I had no idea of what was going 
to happen afterwards — and I pretended to be 
sulky about it, though all the time I was de- 
lighted. I made up my mind I’d tell you all 
about it if I could get the chance, but, to be 
on the safe side, I wrote about it and hid the 
envelope on the ridge inside the fireplace.*' 

But why didn’t you tell me about it all 
the time we were coining from school, or why 
didn’t you tell me to read what was in the 
envelope when you gave it to me?” put m 
Pauline curiously. _ 

Sylvia shuddered. “ I was terrified,” she 
admitted. “ Jacobs made me promise that I 
wouldn’t say a word to you, and swore that 
if I did, he’d be sure to find it out. He did find 
out later about the envelope, and he and his wife 
almost went mad. By that time I was supposed 
to have a chill and not to be able to go to school 
— ^he wouldn’t risk letting me talk to you again 
— and I think Jacobs and his wife became 
frightened that things were going to be found 
out before they could get away. 
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“ The first I knew that anything different was 
;oing to happen was when Jacobs came and 
eized me roughJy and said: ‘ We’ve had enough 
)f you and your spying. We’ll put you and your 
stecious grandpapa, for the night, where you 
von't trouble us,’ and almost immediately I 
bund myself being bundled into the back scat 
jf that old car which he hired from the hotel, 
md to my surprise I found Grandpapa huddled 
here too, but he seemed too ill to speak. 

'* Well, as I expect you’ve guessed, he drove 
tis to that deserted old mill, and locked poor 
Grandpapa in one room, and me in the one next 
to it, and left us, jeering, ‘ Pethaps I’ll leave 
word to have you rescued to-morrow, or the next 
day, if we are dear a^vay by that time—but 
perhaps notl' 

“ It was awful being locked up ihere-^the 
whole place was so old and dirty, and try as I 
would 1 couldn’t get out. The window had 
iron bars across it, and though I shouted and 
shouted to Grandpapa, he must have been too 
ill to hear me. 

“ And then, as I kept rattling and tugging at 
the door, sometimes throwing my weight against 
it, sometimes pulling with all my strength, I had 
an amarine piece of luck. The lock must have 
been so old and rotten that it could not stand 
the strain. I heard a snap, and next moment 
I was free. 
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I had to do was to turn it and go in, but Grand 
papa was unconscious and I could not rousi 
him.” 

Sylvia paused and looked round at the other 
dcorccatingJy. 

" It seems a terribly silly thing now,” she 
said, “ because, of course, what I should have 
done was to come here at once for help. Instead 
of that, the one thing that was uppermost in 
my mind was my terror of Jacobs, and what 
he might do if by any disnce Pauline had read 
my letter and given him away. 

“ Suddenly, it seemed desperately important 
that I should get back that envelope from 
Pauline by hook or by crook, or I felt sure that 
something atwful would happen to us. I ran 
back to school here, and supped in the back 
stairs, and found my way to the dormitory 
which Pauline had shown to me as the one where 
she slept; and once more 1 had tremendous luck, 
for in Pauline’s cubicle her blazer was lying, 
and in the pocket was my letter, unopened. I 
was only just in time to get it and slip out, for 
somebody came in to the dormito^ almost 
immediately.” 

“ That was us,” said Beryl and Lyn together 
ungrammatically, ” and we had come to see xf 
we could get the envelope, too. And I was right, 
added Lyn, ” I was sxire it was you whom I 
had seen slipping out by the other door.” 

Sylvia flushed. “ If I had only not been so 
stupid,” she said, I could have had help then. 
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However, it’s no use thinldng about that now* 
■^at I did was to slip out and hurry back to the 
old mill, although by that time I hated entering 
it, the light was growing so shadowy and I 
was terriSed that Jacobs might have returned. 
What 1 did find, however, to my great joy, was 
that Grandpapa had recovered consciousness 
and was able to speak to me. 

'* He knew so little about what had been 
happening, and his mind was so befogged, that I 
could hardly get him to understand at first that 
Jacobs was dddng his place and pretending to 
be lum. When at lit he did understand, 
however, it roused him completely. 

“ ‘ The scoundrel,’ he exclaimed, ‘ it’s mt 
pictures he’s after. Little did I think when J 
talked to him about them that tlus was what ii 
would lead to. Come along, Sylvia, we musi 

f et back and prevent this, ronlyhopeweshal 
e in time,’ and be struggled to rise to his feet 
but he was so weak that he stumbled anc 
WTenched his ankle so painfully that he faintec 
again. 

“_1 was afndd to leave him until he came ti 
again, but when he did he urged me to go fo 
help, and so I set off again, this time in the pitcl 
darkness, for by that Urae it was after ten. Am 
— well— the rest I think you know, alAough 
cannot understand how you girls came to b 
on the spot so luckily,” she conduded. 

'fhe other prls’ stories, however, were soo 
told, and Miss l*aidlaw listened with evci 
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iRCfra«»nf; horror to thetV roamings and ad- 
rcnturinr*. 

** I »hj(l hare to sprat to yotj scrimisly about 
this again," she atlmonishccl them; "hut let me 
once and for att imprcsi upon you that, in anr 
<!i(Ttet»lt^, the scntihle thing is to come and ast 
my advice. If you had done so at the beginning, 
think of all the trouble and trorry which might 
luvc l>cen saved. I’romise me that you ^ 
never again Ik so foolish!"’ 

Very solemnly they promised. 

" And nenv— " Alisa Laidlaw began, but 
Frcderia interrupted. 

" Ilut, Miss LaiJIatv," she said almost tear- 
fully. " lias nothing been dene to stop that 
liorrid Jacobs from going off with the pictures, 
after all?" 

Miss Laidlaw laughed. 

" Of course," she said. " It was almost the 
first thing I did when SylWa told me. I nmg up 
the police station and told them to detam the 
inmates of Ratnlcy House, as the man claiming 
to be Sir John was an impostor. They were 
inclined to pooh-pooh the idea at fot, but 
when I e-vplained who was ’phoning " — 
Laidlaw’s voice assumed its most * 
fnistressish’ expression — ^"they assured me the 
matter would be attended to at once. Whether 
they were successful, of course, I do not yet 
know.” 

Frederica heaved a sigh of relief, but this 
time it was Pauline who broke in: 
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" There’s one thing still puzzling me,” she 
said, ” and that’s why you left me that note 
in the fireplace, telling me to look at the picture 
in the hall— the one that had been removed?” 
she said, addressing Sylvia. 

The latter looked puzzled- 
“ Had it been removed?” she asked. ” He 
must have started as soon as he got Grandpapa 
and me out of the toad, only you and Frederica 
would interrupt him. I — I told you to look 
at it,” she added shyly, “ because it was so like 
you. I think you must be related to us even 
though you don’t think so.” 

Beryl burst out bughing. 

'* \Vhat about my story now?” she began. 
" My solution to the mystery? I told you Sir 
John was on impostor, and Pauline probably 
the missing heir 

But Miss Laidlaw held up her hand. *' No 
more to-night,” she said firmly; “ or rather, this 
rnoming. You will all sleep in the sick-room 
to-night, and, of course, you will not attend 
morning school. Come along, and 1 shall see 
you settled upstairs.” 

Realizing for the first time how tired they 
were, the girls tiptoed ouietly after Miss Laid- 
law, and soon, forgetful of the eventful hours 
through which they had passed, were blissfully 
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Hcathcrley visits Sir John 


A week later saw the final esplanation of th< 

^aulme, Frederica, Beryl, and Lyn fad beer 
invited over to Rainlcy House for the ^emwr 
and were now sitting round a crackling 
which took the chill out of the late Octobei 
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air, talking eagerly to Sylvia and Sir John. 

’ i. loolune very different from the 


Sir John, iw&iug — -- 

wreck he had been a week before, though still 

showing traces of illness, was talking. 

*‘i feel 1 must be very grateful,” he ^d, to 

you yoimg people, for I’m quite sure if it ha^ t 
oeen for your interference, and desire to help 
Sylvia, Jacobs would have kept up hw imper- 
sonation considerably longer than he did. 

” And have you really recovered all your 
c:* .leVfH ■R/'rvl eafferiv. 


belongings. Sir John?*" asked 

Sir John smiled. "A" ' * ” - - 


nr asKcu , 

oir J onn smiicu. " All of them,” he ^wered. 
” Jacobs and his wife and the man, Black, wno 
was in the plot, had made their esMpe by me 
time the police reached here after Miss Laid- 
law’s warning, but they were mtercepted o 
their way to L>ondon and eveiything was 
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famS,7Up“^' Syl™ telJs ine o'f his 
amused F^fcel He school, the more 

treated him L l'did^?T j * “'"'‘‘y® 
he would put mv reouSiL tl that 

Pauliue." “ ™' '■“P'y heart-sick for 
Pa*J.“^ “I looked quizzicaiiy at 

sot a St of 'a *oi whm h Jooobs 

“d .saw you, esowbul^^ ^ 

making a study of th#. must have been 

« flartlSZ^ arS„?,'??r’ <=0™- 

quite know cverything-that the 



CHAPTER X 

Heatherley visits Sir John 

A TTeel: Istcr sat? the explaoatioa t 
rn^tery. 

Pauline, Frederica, Beiyl, and Lyn had 
invited over to Kainley House for the after 
and Tvere bow sittmg round a crackling 
Tvhich took the chill out of the late Oct 
air, talking earerly to Sylvia and Sir John. 

Sir John, looking very different from 
trreck he had been a xreek before, though 
showing traces of illness, was talking. 

“ I feel I must be vciy grateful," he said, ' 
Tou young people, for Im quite sure if it hac 
teen for j'our interference, and desire to b 
Sylvia, Jacobs would lave kept up his imp 
sonadon considerably longer than he did." 

“And have you ready recovered all jv 
bclonnngs, Sir John?” asked Bewl eagerly. 

Sir John sxni!^. ** All of them/’ he answerc 
“ Jacobs and his wife and the man, Black, wl 
was in the nlof, fcad made their escarp by tj 
time the pouec reached here after Albs tak 
law’s warning, but they were intercepted o 
their way to london 
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rEcmtid." Sir John hoStattd. “ I tom’t 
cii 2 Tg^ them, tKougb he^sitd, ana I m not 

looted tbeit surprise, and he laughed 
in the jolly vray they v?erc be^nning to ap- 
preciate. 

“ I liked the fellow, he said, half-apoio- 
gctially; " and the more Sylm tells'rne of hia 
U^us appearance at your sdaool, the mwe 
amused 1 feel. He vpas dever, you know, 
tremendously so. 1 ejtpcct that’s why I always 
treated him as I did, but I never dreamed that 
he would put my reputation for cccentridty to 
such account. He almost deserved to get off 
with it, though I can’t hdp wondering how 
Miss Laidlaw and wu all were dcceivcu.” 

" It was terribly convincing ” said Lyn 
earnestly. “ We were all shaking in out shoes 
for him, and we were simply beart-sick for 
rauliflc.” 

Sir John turned and looked quizzically at 
Pauhne. 

*' Yes," he said, ** I don’t wonder that Jacobs 
got a bit of a shock when he heard your name, 
«id saw you, espcdally aa he must have been 
^Vme 3 study of the pictures, Cynthia Caven- 
dish lUrrington’s among them. It must have 
wen a blcnv to him to reaUte be had still another 
enemy m the camp.” 

“But " b^n I^uKm prot^tlnely. 

Ona more >i John hugini. "fou to, 
he 5 -oite W Koijthing-lJat the 



CHAFTER X 

Heatbcrky mts Sir John 

A TOci: hter sa^ tbe fina? c^Iamtiofl 0/ ( 
Oiptery. 

, Fauline, Frederica, Beryl, asd Ira had Ix 
lanted over to RahiJey House /or rheaftmo 
and trere now sittiag round a cnci% fii 
trhicfi toot the chi/i out of the Iitt Oetoi 
sir, talkiag eageriy to Sytm and StV John. 

Sir John, houag very different from tJ 
wrect he had been a mek before, though #r 
shomog traces of lUaess, ros taliinn. 

"I feel X must be verygnteful/'he wfd, "t 
vou young people, for Xm quite sure if it isefa 
beea for your iataference, and desire to hel 
Sylvia, Jacobs xvould bare kept up hh impel 
soaation considenbly longer than he did.” 

"And have you real/v recorered ali pu 
belongings, Sfr John?” asied F«Tle;^r//. 

Sir /onn smikd. "/Woftftefn/’fceaMSTerfJ 
" Jacobs and Ids xrife end the man, Black, vhe 
ms in the plot, had made their esape bv ^e 
time the ponce reached fccre after Hii« ww- 
Zaw’s mmiog, but they trere intercepteiS on 
their my to London and everything 
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•ccovcred ” Sir John heated. “ I haven’t 

iarged them, though," he said, and I m not 
^°^^tlsbo'k^thMrsnipnse,andheU\ighcd 

in the joity way they were beginning to ap* 
predate. ..... , 

“ 1 lied the fellow," be said, hM»apol(> 
gctically, “ and the more Sylvia tejls'roe of his 
farwius appearance at your sdiool, the more 
amused 1 feel. He was dever, you know, 
ttcmOTidousIy so. I expect that’s why I always 
treated him as I did, but 1 never dreamed mat 
he would put cw reputation for cccenliidty to 
such account. He almost deserved to get off 
with it, though 1 can’t help wondering how 
MUj ijddkw and you aU w«e deceived." 

"It was ternbly condndng," said Lyn 
earnestly. “ \V« were all shaking in our dioes 
for him, and we were dmpW beart-si^ for 
Pauline.” 

Sir John turned and looked ouimlcallT at 
Pauline. 

“ Yes," he said, “ I don’t wonder that Jacobs 
got a bit of a sho^ when he heard your na me , 
and saw you, espedally as he must have been 
mjunn a ^dy of the pictures, Cynthia Caven- 
mih llarnngton|8 among tlwm. It must have 
been a mow to him to realize he had still another 
ci«5W m the camp." 

" liut- — beg^ Pauline protestlngly. 

Oft« more &r John lauded, "You see, 
he didnt quite Imow m-erything— that the 
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to them. By the way,” he added, “ 
do jtisfjcc to Jacobs and tell you that ev 
(he beast has been trained nCTxr to touc 
body, 60 he wouldn’t liav'c harmed you. 
was merely trying to frighten you al] 
coming about the grounds, while he wa 
with his little escapades.” 

Tlie girls laughed. 

” He wouldn't have had much diffi< 
said Frederica, “with that wild beast 
paring about!” 

There was a moment’s silence, then P 
said dreamily: “Only about a fortnigli 
we were saying how boring things wereT' 
“ And now they’ll be awfully flat aj 
lamented Frederica. 

“ I think Miss Laidlaw, for one, will b< 
glad to have you settled down once n 
commented Sir John. 

Five pairs of ^es viewed him coldly. 

“ Of course!” reph’ed Beryl, making hi 
spokesman. “ But what else could you e: 
from a Headmistress?” 




